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TO 


ROBERT  LOWE,  ESQ. 


OXTOX. 


SIR, 

Hating  dedicated  the  First 
£raits  of  my  Labours*  to  you,  which  (trifling  as 
they  were)  derived  great  Advantages  frbm  the 
addition  of  your  Name ;  I  am  now  prompted 
by  grateful  recollections  to  make  you  an  Offier* 
ing  more  worthy  your  Patronage,  as  several  of 
the  Poems  in  this  Selection  have  been  stamped 
-with  the  Approbation  of  Men  of  Taste  and 
Judgment.  I  can  claim  no  other  Merit  than 
lo  have  sedulously  rejected  duch  Poems  as 

*  Observations  on  Auglingi 


DEDICATION. 

would  have  tinged  the  Cheek  of  Modesty  with 
a  Blush,  or  have  been  detrimental  to  the  Cause 
of  Virtue  and  Morality. 

To  make  this  Offering  of  greater  Conse- 
quence, you  will  permit  me  to  observe^  that  the 
Poems  contained  in  these  Volumes  were  all 
transcribed  from  a  variet}^  of  Periodical  Publi- 
cations,  and  other  Sources,  as  a  rational 
Amusement,  and  Relaxation  from  more  impor- 
tant Duties ;  that  these  Duties  were  productive 
of  long  and  unavoidable  Interruptions,  and 
when  the  few  Advantages  I  have  had  in  th^ 
Collection  are  considered,,  having  had  neither 
Access  to  large  Libraries,  or  AcquaifftanceVith 
great  Men,  I  trust  the  Undertaking  will  in  some 
degree  rescue  my  Character  from  that  of  aa 
Idler,  which  few  escape  who  are  fond  of  Field 
Amusements. 

The  scattered  Poems,  marked  with  my 
Initials,  claim  your  Indulgence ;  as  most  of 
them  are  Imitations  of  the  Measure  of  other 
Poems  which  have  invariably  charmed  me. 


I 

!     . 


DEDICATION. 

The  flowery  Path  of  Poetry  but  ill  accords  with 
the  thorny  Mazes  of  the  Law  ;  in  the  one 
I  have  wandered  with  rapture  from  Infancy^ 
and  I  have  endeavoured  to  grace  the  other 
with  a  simple  but  lasting  Ornament — Integrity 
of  Heart. 

Believe  me. 


Sir, 


Your, obliged  humble  Servant, 

CHARLES  SNART. 

Newark,  January  l,  1807. 
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SELECTION  OF  POEMS. 


JUD&MENT  OF  FLOWERS. 

Far  from  die  busy  haunts  of  men. 
Far  fixim  the  glaring  -eye  of  day ; 

Still  fancy  paints,  with  natzue's  pen, 
Sueh  tkite  as  nerer  cam  decay* 

Hast  ^hou  not  tseen,  at  €vbing  hour. 
When  Phoebus  sunk  beneath  the  main, 

Reclin'd  in  some  sequestered  bow'r 
The  village  maid,  or  sbqiherd  swvain  i 


Hast  thou  not  marked  tbem  call  with  care 
Some  fkvor^  flow'ret  fsom  the  rest. 

To  deck  the  breast,  or  bind  the  hair. 
Of  those  they  priz^'d  and  lov'd  the  best  ? 
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And  still  expressive  of  the  mind 

The  emblematic  gift  was  found ; 
Whether  to  mournful  thought  inclin'd. 

Or  with  triumphal  gladness  crowned. 

Near  Avon's  banks,  a  cultur'd  spot. 
With  many  a  tuft  of  flowers  adorn'd^ 

Was  once  an  aged  shepherd's  cot. 

Who  scenes  of  greater  splendour  scorn'd. 

Three  beauteous  daughters  bless'd  his  bed. 
Who  made  the  little  plat  their  care  ; 

And  every  sweet  by  Flora  spread. 
Attentive  still  they  planted  there. 

Once,  when  still  ev'ning  veil'd  the  sky. 

The  sire  waik*d  forth,  and  sought  the  bowV^ 

And  bade  the  lovely  maids  draw  itigh. 
And  each  select  some  favour'd  flow'r. 

The  first  with  radiant  splendouf  charm'd, 

A  variegated  tulip  chose ; 
The  next  with  love  of  beauty  warm'd, 

Preferr  d  the  sweetly  blushing  rose* 

The  third,  who  mafk*d  with  depth  of  thought, 
How  those  bright  flow'rs  must  droop  away. 

An  ev'nitig  primrose  only  brought, 
Which  opens  with  the  closing  day. 


The  sage  awhile  in  silence  view'd 

The  various  choice  of  fiow'rs  displayed ; 

And  then  (with  wisdom's  gift  endu'd) 
Address'd  each  beauteous  list'ning  maid. 

"'^  Who  chose  the  tulip's  splendid  dyes. 
Shall  own,  too  late  when  that  deca>'s; 

That  vainly  proud,  Hot  greatly  wise. 
She  only  caught  a  short-liv'd  blaze. 

'^  The  rose,  though  beauteous  leaves  and  sweet 

Its  glorious  vernal  pride  adorn ; 
Let  her  who  cliose,  beware  to  meet 

The  biting  sharpness  of  its  thorn. 

"  But  she,  who,  to  ftiir  daylight's  train, 
The  ev'ning  flower  more  just  preferr'd; 

Chose  real  worth,  nor  chose  in  vain. 
The  one  great  object  of  regard. 

'''  Ambitious  thou  !  the  tulip  race 
In  all  life's  varied  course  beware.; 

Caught  wrth  sweet  pleasure's  rosy  grace. 
Do  thou  its  sharper  thorns  bewaie. 

*'  Tliou  prudent  still  to  virtue's  Iqre, 
Attend  and  mark  her  counsera^age !      . , 

'She,  like  thy  flow'r  has  swee;ts  in,  stqre^ 
To  soothe  the  ev'ning  of;  thinfii  ^ig^/!., :  ^ 
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He  ceas*cl — attend  the  hioral  sttaitr 
Tlie  muse  enlighten*d  ^ccirs; 

Nor  let  her  pencil  ttace  in  vain^ 
The  jodgmeat  of  tkut  (ftow^n. 


Wynne^ 


VERSES 

WRITTEN     BY     DR.    BERNARD    WILSON, 

In  answer  to  a  scuriious  Paper, 

liV^-HOE'Eit  tbbti  att  thsit  tfios  hath  tried 

To  blast  my  Tejmtation, 
-And  under  coteiwr  of  iifegwise,. 
To  spread  thfb  dc^amaftion. 

Appear  iJsoU  itt  thy  proper  shage> 

In  print  assert  tk^y  ttacme ; 
And  let  tht  gamine  vofce  of  •«n«jh>. 

Determine  whd'sto  bkme. 

To  stab  in  se<^et  with  a  ta(le 

The  brave  trill  fdw^fty*  shHn> 
But  co^'airds  like  the  to^>on  grow  pakv 

And  dirfe  4K>t  face  the  «mi. 

Thy  malice  tb^  «litist  \)fe  in  Vaiii> 

And  fruitless  thy  deMgti ; 
Because  to  injiire  'is  thy  £tim^ 

And  to  'forgi^  is  mine. 


But  if  thou  wilt  in  darkness  lark^ 
And  tbj  weak  |;iige  fulil; 

Take  thy  revenge  on  thy  poor  self. 
And  wrke  bad  wtire  stllL 


VERSES, 

Qentlr  mother  chide  no  longer^ 
Touch  aot  rough  »  tender  flower^ 

In  its  bloom  imtiwely  fodiftg* 
Crushed  by  ^oia^w^s  heavy  9ilow  r« 

Have  you  on  ^e  same  occasion. 

Never  with  your  duty  strove ; 
Could  you  9ever  betr  persuasion 

Dropping  from  the  lip  of  love? 

Had  you  se^  the  lovely  strsyigerf 

And  had  been  m  &weetly  bid ; 
You  had  lost  9!!  tiioi^t  of  danger. 

And  lov'd  him  more  than  Mira  did. 

£itgkth  Ckronick, 


FIELDS  OF  tONTENAY. 

f^AREWELL  fields  of  Fontenay, 
Where  I  first  beheld  the  day ! 
Soon  to  close  my  aged  eye, 
Soon  to  join  my  ancestiy ;       -       ' 
When  I  seek  their  lowly  cell; 
Fields  of  Fontenay,  farewell. 
When  the  muse  that  wak'd  my  lyre. 
Sees  the  breath  she  tun'd  expire; 
When  the  groves  that  wont  to  waVe 
O'er  my  slambers,  shade  my  grave; 
Where  I.once^njoy'd  thfe  day. 
Farewell  fields  of  Fontenay ! 

Avonymous-, 

DAMON   AND    SILVIA. 

Says  Damon  to  his  sprightly  girl 

To  me  this^  prayer  be  given. 
To  live  with  the^,  migelic  fair 

I  ask  no  more  of  heaven. 

An  higher  boon  thy  Silvia  craves. 
Cries  she  with  roguish  eye. 
With  Damoii  not  content  to  live, 
I  wish  with  him  to  die. 

'  English  Chronidt* 
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DAMON    AND    CHLOK 

DAMON. 

C/HLOE^  I  VOW  sincerely 

All  to  be  vow'd  by  man^ 
I'll  love  you  dearly,  dearly. 

As  long— as  love  {  can. 

CHLO£« 

You  men  when  most  you're  kind. 
Still  for  a  chan^  will  plead ; 

And  to  love's  feast  we  find, 
A  tedious  &st  succeed. 

But  this  I  vow  sincerely. 

That  should  it  sa  befall ; 
You  cease  to  love  me  dearly. 

Why  then,  another  shall. 

JSt^Uih  Ckronick^ 

HOPE. 

The  sweet  deceiver  hope  destroys. 
By  airy  visions,  real  joys ; 
Each  future  scene  by  her  arrayed 
In  brightness,  makes  the  present  fade ;, 
All  the  long  day  we  wish  for  night,. 
Then  sigh  for  the  return  of  li^iL 


Through  gloomy  winter's  reign  we  mourtt 
"nil  pleaime^Mi^n'd  apiingV  leOm ; 
But  here^  with  joyless  feet,  we  tread 
The  verdant  lawn,  .or  p«io^  mead. 
Till  summer  comes-^y^t  eVn  from  dii9 
Enjoyment's  fled ;  the  promised  bUas 
Is  now  postpon'dj^  till  w^uina  shewn 
Her  golden  fields  aad  loaded  bougbe: 
Hith^  we  press-— but  vain  the  chace  1 
The  phantom  flies  with  equal  pace : 
Now  winter  chwrmir-^a^n  U  ^^ome^ 
And  her  still  tasteless  xeign  resjum^ ; 
The  trav'ller  thus^  thick  mists  iiic)oAe# 
But  seem  to  fly  where'<er  lie  gQe^« 

Ufdcersal  Magazme. 


THE    YEAR, 

XiO !  uny  £w  t|ie  morning  lazy. 
Peeps  abroad  from  yonder  hill; 

Phoebus  rises  red  and  ha^yt 
Frost  4ias  stoppM  the  village  milL 

All  around  looks  sud  and  dreary ; 

Fast  t^e  flfthy  atow  de^eendft: 
Yet  the  red-biieaite  ehinup  cbeery^ 

While  tlie  miHeufd  kaa  atteodsb 
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Marti. 

JUse  the  wmcU^  and  rocks  tiie  cottage* 
Thaws  the  Koof  and  wete  the  path  ; 

Dorcas  cooks,  the  tov'iy  pottage. 
Smokes  the  cake  upoa  the  hearth. 

ApHL 
Sunshine. mteriaits  witb  ardour. 

Shades  fly  swiftly  o'er  the  fidds ; 
Show'i's  revive  the  drooping  if»rdure. 

Sweets  the  aanny  uplands  yields. 

Slay. 

Pearly  beams  the  eye  of  isormng. 
Child !  forbear  the  deed  unblessMl 

Havv^horn  ev'ry  hedge  adoraiag. 
Pluck  tbe  flow'i:  but  spare  the  nest 

4 

Jmu 
School-boys  in  the  brooks  dis^rting, 

Spead  the  sultry  hour  of  play ; 
While  the  aymphs  aa4  swftina  are  courl^ia^ 

Seated,  qol  tbe  Qew  wade  bay. 

Maids  with  ^ach  a  guai diaa  k>ver» 
Wb^e  tlie  y[vni  Itghtniiig  flks  ; 

Hast'ning  to  tbe  nearest  ^o^ior. 
Gap  theix  haodfii  b^fojr«  tho^r  ^y^^ 


JO 

Augusts 
See  the  reapers^  gleaner»^  dining^ 

Seated  on  the  verdant  grass ; 
O'er  the  gate  the  squire  reclining. 

Wanton  eyes  each  ruddy  lass. 

Sfpifffiher. 
Hark  !  a  sound  like  distant  thunder— 

Murd'rer  may  thy  malice  fail ! 
Torn  from  all  they  love  asunder, 

Widow'd  birds  around  us  wail. 

October, 
Now  Pomona  pours  her  treasure, 

Leaves  autumnal  strew  the  grbund. 
Plenty  crowns  the  market  measure. 

While  the  mill  runs  briskly  round. 

Nfyoemher. 
Now  the  giddy  rites  of  Comus, 

Crown  the  hunter's  dear  delight ; 
Ah  !  the  year  is  flitting  from  us. 

Bleak  the  day,  and  drear  the  night. 

December, 
Bring  more  turf,  and  set  the  glasses^ 

Join,  my  fria[ids,  our  Christmas  cheer  j 
Come  a  catch !— and  kiss  the  lasses- 
Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year. 
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SONNET  TO  MRS.  G. 

Ah  !  why  will  memory,  with  officious  care, 
Tlie  long-lost  vtaipns  of  my  days  renew ; 

Why  paint  the  vernal  landscape  green  suid  fair, 
WhenliiVs  gay  dawn  was  opening  t6my  view* 

Ah !  wherefore  bring  those  rayoments  of  delight. 
When  with  my  Anna,  on  the  southera  shore ; 

I  thought  the  future  as  the  pjresent. bright ; 
Ye,  dear  deiusioiis^! — ye  return  no  more  ! 

Alas !  how  different  does  tixe  truth  appear,. 

From  the  warm  picture  youth's  rash  hand  pourtrays! 
How  fades  the  scene  as  we  approach  it  near. 

And  pain  and  sorrow  strike ;  how  many  ways. 

Yet  of  that  tender  heart,  ah !  still  retain 
A  share  for  me-— ^aad  I  will  not  complain* 

.  Q^ntral  Evtnifig  Post. 

IMPROMPTU. 

.">.'■ 

Qn  a  tax  hemg  laid  vpon  spirits  in  order  to  make  up  a  small 
deficiencif  in  the  million  per  annum^  appropriated  to  the 
payment  of  the  national  debt. 

Amor  PATBii£,"  to  Pitt  is  a  passicm  innate^ 
(The  virtues  of  Gbd^ajii  be  surely  inherits)^- 
If  a  million  per  /Vili^mii  he  ^yes  to  the  state ; 
No  wonder,  good  people,  he  raises  youx  spirits ! 
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EPITAPH  QN  BR.  JOHNSON, 

III  EH  n  lies  poor  Johnson.    Reader  liave  a  cace^ 
Tread  ligbtly  lest  you  rouse  a  skepii^  4>ear ; 
ReUgious— moral,  generon*  and  humane 
Hq  wa3 — ^but  self-auiHcientr^rude  and  vain: 
111  bred  and  overbearing  in  dispute, 
A  scholar  and  a  chri$tian«^yet  a  bnite. 
Would  you  know  all  his  wisdom  and  his  foHy^ 
His  actions-^-sayings-^mirth  aad  melancholy  ; 
Boswell  and  Thrale,  retailers  of  his  wit. 
Will  Xell  you  how  he  wrote  and  talk'd  and  coughM 
and  spit. 

^    I      I     I  i—^^M^w     11  1,11 

EPIGRAM, 

X  HXB,  JdiBscm,  both  dead  and  aliv«  we  may  note. 

In  thei«mM  biographical  ti»e  ; 
When  living  the  Mfe  of  a  Savage  you  wrote. 

Now  many  a  Savage  writes  thine. 


SONG. 

tSlAv,  loncJly  maid,  with  dowiiMsast  eye<— 
O  Delia  say,  with  cheek  so  pale. 

What  gives  diy  heart  the  kngthen'd  sigh, 
That  tellg  the  w^orld  a  mQuroful  tale  i 
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That  tears^  that  thus  each  otlier  chase^ 
Bespeak  a  bosom  streli'd  with  woe ; 

Thy  sighs^  a  storm  that  wrecks  thy  peace> 
Which  souls  Mke  thine  should  never  know- 

0  tell  me^  doth,  some  fa¥our*d  youth. 
With  virtue  tlr*d,  thy  l)eauty  sKght ; 

And  leave  those  throaes  of  k)Te  and  truth. 
That  lip,  and  bosom  of  delight  i 

P»haps  to  nymphs  of  other  shades. 
He  feigns  the  s(rft  hnpassfonM  tear  ;- 

With  soQgd  their  easy  hx&k  invades, 
T!ht\  treachVoiis  won  thy  witless  ear.    - 

Let  not  those  maids  thy  envy  move, 
^ot  whom  his  heart  may  seem:  to  pine— 

Thsft  heant  cttn  we'er  he  bless-d  by  love. 
Whose  guilt  <»>uld  force  a  pang  from  thine.. 

reier  Pikdan 


MARIA'S-  EVENING  SERVICE 

TO   TiiS   ViRGi:N» 

At  mom  and  eve  to  thee  I  pray. 
And  as  I  pass  the  motitftain*s'slde, 
i  drop  the  tear,  the  tienfler  sigh  ! , 
For  Who  can  all  their  sorrows  hide? 
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O  shower  your  choicest  blessings  down 
Upon  a  hapless^  cheerless  maid^ 
Who  wanders  here,  and  quite  forlorn, 
Tis  thou  must  guide  the  paths  I've  stray 'd. 

General  Evening  Past. 


SONNET  TO  MRS.  SMITH, 

On  reading  her  Sonneti* 

Not  the  sweet  bird,  who  thrp'  the  nights  of  May, 
Pours  the  sad  story  of  her  hapless  love ; 

To  the  touch'd  heart  such  tender  things  can  say. 
Or  with  such  plaintive  eloquence  can  move ! 

Base  were  those  groveling  minds,  those  breasts  6f  stone. 
Who  taught  thee  grief,  nor  time  nor  hope  can  heal : 

Hours  may  they  know  unpitied  and  alone ; 

When  their  own  woes  shall  make  the  wretches  feeL 

Oh !  cou'd  or  fame,  or  friendship,  aught  impart 
To  cure  the  wounds  thy  injur'd  peace  has  known ; 

For  other's  sorrows  still  thy  tender  heart 
Should  softly  melt,  but  never  for  tliine  own* 

Till  pitying  all — and  ev'n  thy  foes  forgiv'n. 
Thy  candid  spirit  seeks  its  native  heav'n. 

General  Evening  Pott^ 
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SONNET- 

fv  HiL«T  in  those  eyes  of  mildest  light, 
A  sadness  sweet  and  strange  I  see  ; 

I  sometimes  thinks  when  I  am  sad. 
They  look  with  kindness  upon  me. 

Say,  my  sweet  Susan  dost  thou  love 
(For  much  of  grief  thou  sure  hast  known) 

To  mark  on  care's  dejected  brow. 
The  trace  of  sorrows  like  thy  own  ? 

Or  does  thy  heart,  when  a  hard  world 
No  pity  to  its  wounds  would  lend. 

Like  a  poor  stranger  anxious  turn. 
To  meet  the  kind  looks  of  a  friend  ? 

Perhaps  thou  think*st  a  stricken  heart. 
To  many  a  kindred  care  inclined. 

With  all  thy  griefs  would  sympathize. 
To  all  thy  weakness  would  be  kind  ? 

Yes,  my  sweet  love— by  hopes  most  dear, 
I  swear  (and  heaven  my  witness  be !) 

This  heart,  that  wants  a  friend  itself. 
Should  bleed  to  purchase  peace  for  thee. 
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When  thought  sat  sadly  on  thy  brow> 
The  secret  cause  I  A¥ouM  not  seek  ; 

But  trembling  kiss  the  faUing  tear^ 
And  press  thy  kand^  but  never  iipeek. 

And  if  thy  friends  should  prove  miicindf^ 
And  if  hard  foes  thy  soiri  oj^ress'd ; 

On  my  poor  heart  thou  should  st  recline^ 
And  rest  liiy  bead  upon  my  brea^* 

Nor  be  the  pleasing  hope  in  vrai^ 
I'hat  scenes  like  ^lese  <o£3oy  poutlirtfjrft^  . 

r 

And  forms  for  thee,  in  prospect  clear, 
Tlie  faii'est  views  oi  happier  days< 

Again  the  bright  retorning  smi. 
The  opening  landscape  shall  illume ;      • 

And  the  lorn  flower,  that  seems  to  droDp^ 
Shall  all  its  wonted  sWeets  resume. 

Thy  heart,  when  all  its  cares  are  past>. 

Shall  every  long-lo»t  jey  regain ; 
But  mine,  alas !  that  pitied  thine^ 

I  fear  will  never  rest  again. 
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MARY. 

Whvn  first  those  beauties  met  my  tightr 

Which  shine  so  bright  in  you^ 
And  seemed  to  promise  me  delight^ 

I  thought  that  promise  truej,  Maiyf^ 

Kind  were  your  looks^  if  e'er  I  gaz'd. 

Or  caught  a  transient  view ; 
Warm'd  by  your  smiles^  those  hopes  were  rais'd. 

On  which  my  passion  grew,  Mary ! 

While  thus  my  thoughts  deluded  rov'dj 

No  other  joys  I  knew ; 
Whate  er  I  pnz'd,  whatever  I  lov'd. 

Was-  center'd  all  in  y<»a>  Mary  I 

Bat  now  you,  treat  with  cold  diadam 

The  man  who  lo?'d  but  you^ 
And  lavish  on  some  other  swaio, 

Sffiiks^  which  to  me  ar^  due,  Maiy ! 

Then,  dear  deceiver!  this  shall  be 

My  last,  my  long  adieu ! 
Foir  since  you  fly  from  love  and  me. 

Til  scorn  to  follow  you,  Mary! 
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TlioAgh  finr  no  other  I  can  prove>. 

Wliajt  onjQe  I  feJt  for  you  \ 
^is  hard  to  lose  the  joys  of  }ove^ 

And  not  its  anguish  too^  Mary  !^ 

Though,  all  those  hopes  my  heart  forsake^. 

Which  from  your  smiles,  it  drew ; 
Yet  shall  th^t  haarjt  in*  silence  brieak>. 
*  And>  breakings  pant  for  you>  Maiy  t 

General  Evenwg^  Post* 


tNSCRIBEl^ 

'  On  the  Wall  of  a  Swnmer^hotise^ 

I  E  wild  waving  woods,  that  now  closing  your  sliaide. 

Now  wantonly  partingi, disport  with*  the  beaipi ; 
'Ehou  riv^ri  ^hojge  curj^nt  reii^esl^es,  the  |R£ad^ 
Aniiy^ucyt  X^  ^^c  Aiins^  that  sliadow  his  stream^ 

Ye  flock^i  that  h<uig  white  on, the  side^of  yop  hill ;, 
Ye  herds  ,who^  bj^n^ath^^Qrop  theigras^  of  ;the*vale. 

Ye  that  chirp  in  tb^th^(%e,  or  ski«i.light  on  ,the  rill. 
Or  fluttering,. give. y9|ip, gay  wiifg^  tothe gale.      - 

S  vv^€jti«sj^er^  qi  thought  l^  and  thau  siveetiks^^  thou^doyf  > 
Whose  silver  pluq^es  shine  thrQ'th^Jt>9Pgi^  pf  tlxe  tree, 

Esp^p'd  jfrpoa,  the  p9g^  ^and  away  frpjoa,  tjjy  Jov^^    .   .  « 
AH.^enft/igd  iSt^d,  a.  cQjmp^JQP  tp.niej,  ,:  ,.  ^  ,,. 
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Ah  vfhyy  as  I  gaze  on  the  landscape  around. 
Why  suddenly  starts  the  fond  tear  to  niy  eye  i 

The'  smiling  each  object^  and  cheerful  each  aonnd. 
Why  steals  from  my  bosom  the  sorrowing  sigh  i 

Enchant  the  fair  scenes^  'till  toraptiir*d  I  find 
That  sweetest  oblivion  the  muses  bestow. 

Till  the  sun-shine  thatgildS  you  shall  brighten  my  mind, 
An<l  my  fency  forget  that  myhearf  has  a  t^oe !; 

So  free  may  you  flourish^  fair  scenes  as  ye  rise; 

So  still  be  your,  charm*  by  simplicity  grac'd. 
In  native  luxuriance  "still  please  land  surprize, 

Nor  by  folly  be  iashion'il,  nor.  tortured  by  taste. 

So  when  the  glad- seasons  their  blessings  M^hall  yield. 
And  Ceres  enrich  y6u,  and  Flora  adorn, 

May  the  labdurer^s  laugh  tt\i6  loud  in. the  field. 
And  the  breeze  whisper  !^oft  tliro*  tihe  meUowiBg  com. 

And  so,  TWlen  the  ev\iin^ii  Bdild  gloria  decline. 
And  &de  ffom  the  sky  the  last  blushes  of  light,  ' 

UnsulKed  and  cloudless  may  Cj^hthia  shine,   ' 
Ere  yet  ydii^are  Mdby  the  envious  night. 

And  whilst  het  lair  form  gfittiers  bright  in  thc^flood, 
Arid  stiediriM  its  bosom  a  tremulous  rafy,      ' 

Tips  th^  t^rdf  the  TiiTT,  pW  the  gIo«m  6f  the  wdod> 
And  softens  fetich. Btiauty  that  glar*d  In  the  day. 

C2 
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^  If  in  8ucb  m  nigbl^'^  followiog  plitlomel's  voice^ 
As  slie  sings  vudx  a  song  to  tte  listening  air^ 

SeqimfteiM  fioni  crowds^  or  bjr  chance  or  by  cfaoicCj. 
To  this  bowei  should  two  genile  spirixs  repair : 

Whilst  tenderness  breathes  m  the  nightingale's  strain^ 
To  tenderness  tiin'd>a»  delighted  thej  stray^ 

This  vefse  may  they  see^  if  this  verse  should  reoiAin, 
Nor  heedlessly  titrn  frcau  a  wanderer's  lay. 

Perhaps  ther  will  deem  him  neglected^  forlorn. 
As  they  mark  how  unequal  his  numbers  all  iHow^ 

Of  fortune  the  sport,  or  of  beauty  tlie  scorn. 
Conjecture  his  sorrows,  and  pity  his*  woe. 

Alv  no,  let  thorn  envy  his  liappier  fate, 

Jiet  them  envy  the  youth  that  to  Stella  i»  d'ear ; 

Nor  wish  he  was  wealtliy,  nor  wish  he  was  great^ 
Whose  poverty  proves  that  hei  love  was  sincere! 

Central  Exeving  Fust. 


VERSES 

Written  under  a  Bustn  qfCimm. 

"While  rosy  wreaths  the  goblet  deck. 
Thus  Comus  spoke,  or  seem'd  to  speak ; 
**  This  place,  for  social  hoars  design'd, 
**  May  care  and  business  ncvcr-find. 
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*'  Gome  ^veiy  mnse  without  restraunt, 
^^  Let  genius  furompt,  and  finncy  paint; 
*^  Let  wit  and  miith^  with  friendly  strife, 
"  Chase  the  dull  gloom  that  saddens  Ufe« 
^  True  wit^  that  firm  to  virtue's  cause^ 

Respects  religion  and  the  laws ; 

True  rairth,  ttutft  oheerfulneas  supplies 
^  To  modest  ears  and  decent  eyes; 
^^  Let  these  indulge  the  liveliest  sallies^v   • 
^^  Both  scorn  the  cankerM  help  of  malice ; 
^  True  to  their  country  and  their  iriend^ 
^  Both  scam  to  flatter  or  offend/' 

Gtitei'ol  Evening  Post 
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TO  MRS.  *****, 

**  Th  e  E,  Mary,  with  this  ring  I  wed/' 
So  sixteen  years  ago,  I  said,— 
Behold  another  ring !— ^^  For  what  ? " 
*^  To  wed  thee  o'er  again— why  not  ?  ** 
With  that  first  ring  I  married  youth, 
Grace,  beauty,  intoocence,  and  troth ; 
Ta^tfe  long.^mired;  sense  long  reverkft 
And  all  my.  Molly  then  appear'd. 
If  she  by  m^rit  ^ince  tlisckwrd. 
Prove;  ty^ioe  •t.t^e  woo^au  I  i^uppos'd,  ; 
I  plead  that  doubled  merit  now. 
To  justify  a  double  vow« 
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Here  then,  to  day^  (with  faith  tm  ^uxve 

Witli  ardour  as  intense  and  pure^ 

As  when  amidst  the  rites  divine^ 

I. took  thy  troth  and  piighted^iitjue.) 

To  thee,  sweet  girl,  ray  second  jiag 

A  token  and  a  pledge  I  bring ; 

With  this  I  wed^  till  death  im  part. 

Thy  riper  virtues ^to  my  heart; 

Those  virtues,  whir^h  before  untrvM, 

Tlie  wife  has  added  to  the  bride ; 

Those  virtues,  whose  progressive  claim 

Endearing  wedlock's  very  naine^ 

My  soul  enjoys,  my  soug  approves 

For  conscience  sake,  as  well  as  love's. 

For  why  f-^they  shew  me  horn*  by  hour 

Honour  ». high  thought;,  affection's  poiwer. 

Discretion's  deed^  sound  judgment's  sentence  ;- 

And  teach  me  all  things-^but  repentance  ! 


INGREDIENTS  OF  CONl^NTMENT, 

Seek  ye  tt>  know  what  keeps  the  mind 
In  every  scene  of  life  resign  d  ? 
These  are  the  things— a  little  wealth, 
A  little  business,  just  for  health  ; 
A  small  neat  house  two  stories  higii^ 
One  spare  bed  where  a  friend  may  lie ; 
A  friend^  -to. whom  One  may  impart 
The  inmost  secrets  of  the  heart; 
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At  morning,  s^re  of  cream  and  tea, 

(Eitli^er  imperial,  or  bohea); 

At  noon,  one  (iish  well  drest^  but  plaio^ 

With  fresh  small-bee^,  and  linen  clean ; 

At  leisure  hours  a  book,  or  song. 

To  cheer  the  giave,  or  please  .the  young; 

At  night  a  sober  glass— then  bed. 

There  ease  the  troubles  of  the  head. 

And  banish  care3>  to  spleen  give  vent— 

These  make  the  balpi  we  call  content. 


THE    FIRST    OF   NOVEMBER; 

'OTE,  THE    WI'NTER's    WXLK. 

Sehold,  ray  fair,  where'er  we  rove. 
What  dreary  prospects  round  us  rise! 

The  naked  hill,  the  leafless  grove. 
The  hoary  ground,  the  frowning  skiesi 

Nor  only  thro'  the  wasted  plain. 
Stern  winter,  is  thy  £>rce  confess'd ; 

Still  wider  spt*eads  thy  honrid  reign, 
I  feel  thy  power  usurp  «iy  breast. 

EnUv'niiig  hope  and  fond  desire. 
Resign  the  heart  to  spleen  and  care ; 

Scarce  frightedlove  maintains  its  fire. 
And  raptute^addens  to  despair* 
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In  grdtcindless  hope^  and  causeless  fear^ 
Unhappy  man !  behold  thy  doom 

Still  changing  with  the  changeful  year. 
The  slave  of  sunshine  and  of  gloom. 

Hr'd  with  vaili  joys  and  false  alarm*. 
With  tnetital  and  coi*p<H^  strife, 

O  snatdi  me^  Stelk^  te  thy  anns, 
Attd  scrten  me  frofii  4he  iUs  of  Jife. 

Dr.  Jofmson, 


INV<JCAT.ION  TO  THE  ROSE, 


Ch^lb  of  the  fittmttier,'-*-GhftrlMng  rose ! 

No  kmger  'h\  t'Onrfinement  lie^ 
Arise  to  iight,  thy  form  disdose, 


Rival  the  spkfkiclbttr  «df  the  sky 


The  mins  are  gone,  the  sttomis  ^are  o*er. 
Winter  reth«es  «o  make  -thee  way ; 

Come  then,  thou  sweedy  blushing  flow'r. 
Oh  j  lovely  stranger,  come  away ! 

The  sun  is  dressed  in  benmy  smiles. 
To  give  thy  beauties  to  the  day. 

Young  zephyrs  wait  with  gentle  gales. 
To  fan  thy  bosom  as  they  play ! 
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DUNCAN'S  WARNING. 

As  o*er  the  heath,  amid  his  sceel^dud  tkaties. 
The  royal  Dancan  rode  in  martial  pride ; 

AVhere  full  to  view,  high-topp'd  with  glittering  vanes, 
Macbeth's  stroag  towers  o  erhungtbe  mountain's  side. 

In  dusky  mande  wrapp'd,  a  frizzly  form 
Rush'd  with  a  giant's  stride  across  his  way. 

And  thus,  while  howl'd  around  the  rising  st^rm. 
In  hollow  thund'riAg  accents  poor'd  disniay. 

Stop,  O  king!  thy  destin'd  oeurse, 
IFmi  thy  standard,  turn  thy  hi9rse. 
Death  besets  this  onward  track, 
Come  «o  f  uii)her*-quickly  buck, 

Hear'stlJiou-HOt  the  raven's  croak  ?  ' 
See'st  ihow  not  the  blasted  ©ak  ? 
ffeel'st  thou  not  the  loaded  sky  ? 
Read  tby  danger,  king,  and  fly. 

Lo,  yon  castle  banners  glai'e 
Bloody  thro'  the  troubled  air; 
liO,  what  spectres  on  the  roof 
Frowning  bid  dace  stand  aloof! 
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Murder,  like  an  eagle  waits 
l*erch'd  above  the  gloomy  gates, 
Justin  act  to  pounce  his  prey; 
Come  not  near— away !  away ! 

-I^et  not  plighted  faith  beguile 
Monour's  -semblance,  beauty's  smile ; 
Fierce  ambition's  venom'd  dart 
Rankles  in  the  feslVing  heart. 

Treason  arm*d  against  thy  life. 
Points  his  dagger^  whets  his  knife  ; 
Drugs  his  stupifying  bowl, 
Steels  his  unrelenting  soul. 

Now  'tis,  time,  'ere  guilty  night 
Closes  rouhtl  thee,  speed  thy  flight ; 
If  the  threshold  once  be  <;rost» 
Duncan,  thou'rt  for  ever  lost. 

On  he  goes !«— resistless  fate 
Hastes  to  fill  his  mortal  date ; 
Cease  your  warnings,  vain,  tho'  truc^ 
Murder'd  king;,  adieu  !-«-adieu  ! . 
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TO  E.   S  *  ♦  *  D. 

▼V  HEN  shall  I,  my  fair  oae,  say. 
Hear  thee  sing,  and  hear  thee  play.? 
When  shall  beauties  such  as  thine 
Grace  this  bumble  spot  or  mine  i 
*Tis  for  thee  that  blooms  the  rose, 
Tis  for  thee  the  garden  glows ; 
My  pinks^  and  my  carnations  too. 
For  thee  assume  tiie  gayest  hue  f 
Tis  for  thee  that  flows  ^he  stream. 
Thou,  my  love's  perpetual  theme  4 
But  when  thou  art  from  my  sight. 
Music  fails  to  give  delight. 
All  in  vain  the  gardens  grow. 
Ail  in  vain  the  roses  biow^ 
Pink  nor  carnation  have  their  charms. 
When  thou  art  absent  from  my  arms ; 
Nor,  while  the  stream  in  murmurs  flows. 
Shall  I  enjoy  an  hour's  repose  ; 
Till  tbou  in  pity  to  my  tcare. 
Shall  bid  me  banish  my  despair. 
And,  with  a  voice  of  love,  shall  say — • 
For  Stephen  will  I  sing  and  play 
The  winter's  night  and  summer's  day. 


28 


THE   RECANTATION. 

**  And  still  sliall  beauty's  fairy  chann, 
"  Breathe  o  er  my  soul  it's  wanton  fires ; 
Still  passion  wake  the  fond  alarm 

Of  trembling  hopas^  of  wild  desires.— 


''  O  fly !  thou  dear  delusive  dream, 
'^  O  hence  J  ye  scenes,  to  fancy  dear; 

*'  No  more  Til  muse  the  lore-lorn  theme. 
'^  No  more  I'll  drop  the  pensive  tear. 

''  Free  as  the  light-wing'd  airs  of  May 
'*  That  wanton  kiss  each  rosy  sweet, 

'^  I'll  laugh  the  moments  wild  ^way, 

*^  And  court  loose  pleasure's  glitt'ring  seat. 


The  kugh,  the  song,  and  Bacchus'  smik. 
Shall  give  to  joy  the  fleeting  hoar  ; 
^  No  more  shall  love,  with  secret  guile, 
^  Win  a  soft  soul  to  beauty's  power." 

Thus  spoke  the  heart  from  passion  free. 
And  wak'd  my  soul  to  fancied  joy;  . 

Hail  once  again  lost  liberty^ 

I  dread  no  more  th'  idalian  boy !— - 
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Ah  me !— poor^  weak,  unguarded  heart, 

I  fe^  return  tl)e  sick*ning  pain ; 
Yet,  yet  again  the  magic  dart 

Strikes  with  new  force  each  throbbing  veis. 

And  now  again  alt  sad,  and  slow 
I  wander  thro*  the  moonlight  grove,. 

And  strive  to  charm  away  my  woe. 
While  echoes  wild  my  lute  of  lave. 

*'  Go  gentle  Itite,  with  softest  air 
.  "  Breathe  pity  o'er  my  Delia*s  breast ; 
^  Thy  sound  shall  tnell  the  passion'd  fair,. 
^^  Her  smile  of  love  shall  c^own  me  blest. 

"  Go  gentle  lute,  fo»  Venus  kind 

^*  Bids  her  wing'd  boy  thy  music  swett;^ 
'^  Then  happier  to  ri'd,  breathe  all  my  woes. 
And  all  thy  master  s  sorrows^  telL 
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Aiijd  sure  the  maid,  whose.tender  eye 
Beams  as  the  dewy  star  of  eve, 
*'  Shall  yield  to  love's  soft  harmony, 
*'  And  all  my  fondest  vows  believe,. 

*^  Come  golden  hours,,  to  fancy  dear, 
'^  Come  hows  by  love,  and  Delia  blest ;. 

"  Then  let  me  lose  each  idle  fear, 
^  When,  folded  to  he»  snowy  breast. 
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'^  O,  wh^  or  cnte,  or  sickness  pale, 
*'  Forbid  sweet  sleep  ta  btess  the  nighty 

*^  What  joy  to  hear  her  tender  tale 
''  Ciiurni  eaclilong  hour  till  morning  liglit^ 


And  when  the*  ghastly  form  of  death* 
Shall  swim  before  these  mournful  eyes  •; : 
^  And  round  my  heart  my  latest  breath,. 

^'  Heavc9/i>ainful  heaves,  long  lab  nng^sighs ; 

^  O  then  her  voice  of  love  divine! 

'^  Shall  soothe  to  peace  my  trembling  breast^ 
^  And  patient  I  the  world' resign, 

"  In  life  with  love,  and  Delia  blest.*' 

Acailimic  Trifles^ 


INVOCATIOI*  TO   HEALTHi 

77  HAT  sprightly  nVn^ph  trips  o'er  the  lawn^ 

Than  blooming  Hfebe's  self  more  bright ; 
O !  fairer  than  the  purple  dawn. 

Chasing  the  joyless  gloom  of  night !  -         ' 

I  know  thefe  well;  thy  btiskin'd  feet,      ' 
Thy  flbwing^  locks  and  azure  vest : 

BanishM  the  reVeli  of  the  great, .  ' 

My  frugal  cot  thou  oft  hast  blest. 


By  mortals  styl'd  hciart-clieering  health^: 
In  heaven  Hygeta  is  thy.  mrine. 

O!  welcome!  more  t^an  power  or  weakh.;; 
Than  beauty's  self;  or  life  or  fame* 

As  o'er  the  fairest  landscape's  face. 
The  solar  beams,  fresh.  Lustre  shed ; 

Tliy  charms  to  plefisure  add  ueyv  grace. 
And  grief  erects  her  Uaiguid  ht^ad.. 

But  when  thou'rt  absent  nought  can  please^. 

The*  bloom,  of  spring,, or  uutumirs  store  ; 
The  wood-lark's  notes  Hut  vainly  teazc. 

And  e  en  tlie  imi^e  delight^  no  more. 

Thy  smiles,  on  verdant  couch  reclin'd. 
The  wealthy  Satrap  courts  in  vain  ; 

And  frets  to  see  thee  pnove  more  kind,. 
And  bl^ss  the  stuidy  rustic  s waijju  >  . 

Thou  wisely  sbnn*st.thf  pale  resorts     . 

Of  miduigt;it,l)aIUor  inosqperi^de}.  . 
More  pleas'd  to  jpin  th^  raurftl  sports 

Of  village  oymph)^  beneath  the  shade^ 

Tho'  haply  ip,  the  Siulphurou^  draught,..     . 

That  fllowg  from  Bladud's  fun>ing  .rillp,,  , 
Thy  powers  cony^y'd^  ox  sometimes  bought^, 

from  the  ^age  Leach's  i^^u^eous  j^ills.,     « 
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Yet,  rather  o'er  the  moutitainVbrow, 

Thro'  forest  wild  or  balmy  groove, 
'MicUt  summers  heat  o^.winter^s  snow^ 

With  Dian  thou  delight'st  to  rove. 

Come  theciy  blest  nymph!  my  eottage^cheer^ 
Hale  exercise  thy  steps  shall  guide; 

And  decent  mirth  shall  meet  thee  there ; 
And  temperance  at  ti;ie  boai:d  preside* 

Euf^osi/ne,  Vol,  2; 


AN  OLD  BALLAD 


J  CANNOT  eat  but  little  meat^. 

My  stomach  is  not  good ; 
But  sure  I  think^  that  I  can  drink 

With  him  that  wears  a  hood. 
Though  I  go  bare^  take  ye  no  care^ 

I  nothing  am  a  colde ;. 
I  stuffe  my  skin^  so  full  within^ 

Of  jolly  good  ale  andolde. 
Back  and  side  go  bare^  go  bare> 

Both  foot  and  hand  go  colde ; 
Bul^  belly^  Gk>d  send  thee  good  ale  inoughe, 

)^hether  it  be  new  or  olde. 
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I  love  no  rost,  but  a  nut  browne  toste^ 

And  a  crab  laid  in  the  fire ; 
A  little  breads  shall  do  me  steady 

Moche  bread  I  noght  desire. 
No  frosty  no  snow^  no  windes^  I  tnme^ 

Can  hurt  me  if  I  wolde^ 
J  am  so  wrapt^  and  throwly  kpt 

Of  jolly  good  ale  md  <dde ! 

Back  and  side^  &c. 
And  Tib  my  wife,  that  as  her  life 

Loveth  well  good  ale  to  seeke. 
Full  oft  drinks  shee,  till  ye  may  see 

The  teares  run  down  her  cheeke. 
Then  doth  she  trowle  to  me  the  bowle. 

Even  as  a  malt  worme  sholde ; 
And  ^*  faith  sweet  heart,  I  took  my  part  ^ 

Of  this  jolly  good  ale  and  dde ! 

Back  and  side,  &c« 
Now  let  them  drinke,  till  they  nod  and  winke. 

Even  as  good  fellows  sholde  do ; 
They  shall  not  misse  to  have  the  blisse 

Good  ale  doth  bring  men  to. 
And  all  good  sowles  that  have  scoured  bowles. 

Or  have  them  lustely  trolde, 
God  save  the  lives  of  them  and  their  wives. 

Whether  they  be  younge  or  olde ! 

Back  and  side,  &c. 

ff^arton  informs^  us  that  the  fint  "  Chiouon  a  haire^*'  or  drinking 
hallad,  of  any  merit  in  our  langita^e,  was  the  above,  which  appeared  in 
the  year  1551.  He  remarks^  that  it  has  a  vein  of  ease  and/ftttmour 
which  we  should  not  expect  U>  have  been  inspired  by  the  simple  benetage 
•/those  times,  ff^arton's  Hist,  of  English  Poetry,  Vol,  3. 
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SONNET  TO  MR.  JACKSON*. 

!EInch ANTING  harmonist!  the  art  is  thiae^ 
Uiunatch*d  to  pour  the  souMissolving  ^lir^  * 

That  seems  poor. weeping  virtueVhymn  divine^. 
Soothijig  the  wounded  bosom  of  despair  K 

O  say,  what  minstrel  of  the  sky  hath  given 
To  swell  the  dirge,  so  musically  lorn  i 

Declare,  hath  dove-ey'd  pity  left  her  heav'n. 
And  lent  thy  happy  hand  her  lyre  to  mourn  ? 

So  sad  thy  songs  of  hopeless  hearts^  complain. 
Love  from  his  cyprian  isle  prepares  to  fly ; : 

He  hastes  to  listen  to  thy  tender  strain, . 
And  learn  from  thee  to  breathe  a  softer  sigh. 

Peter  Findan 


TRANSLATION    OF   FENELON'S  ODE 

TO  SOLITUDE. 

Bexon^^d  this  plain's  extensive  bounds. 
O'er  yon  fertile  furrow'd  grounds, , 
Those  n)ountains  blue,  and  vallies  fair, . 
Retiring,  half  dissolved  in  air, . 
In  such  wild  forms  fantastic  rise,. 
As  nature  paints  in  ev'ning  skies. 
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Yon  chrystal  lake  inverted  shews- 
Each  shinih  that  on  its  border  grows; 
Th'  horizon's  azure  concave  there  we  trace^ 
And  all  the  various  beauties  of  the  place.- 

The  fniits  of  autmnn-with  them  bring 
All  the  fragrance  of  the  spring ; 
The  vine  her  fruitage  spreads  around' 
In  gay  festoons^  with  clusters  crown'd, 
Charm'd  with  these  isles^  thro'  whose  fair  meads 
Each  winding  branch  Dordona  leads 
The  lingering  stream^  now  stagnant  creeps. 
Now  down  its  rapid  current  sweeps 
In  many  a  maze,  the  rushy  maorgin  laves. 
And  bathes  the  verdant 'carpet  with  its  waves. 

Dancing  on  the  enamelled  green 
To  the  sounding  tambourine. 
The  mellow  hautboy,  voice,  and  flute,,. 
The  shepherd  trips  with  sprightly  foot. 
Ye  winged  songsters  of  th©^ir. 
Your  warblings  sootir eachanxrocifi-ca^e ; 
Your  tuneful  notes  can  lull  to  rest 
Each  pang  that  wrings  the  lover's  breast. 
No  sighs  are  heard  within  this  blissful  grove. 
But  the  soft  cooings  of  the  plaintive  dove* 

4 
I 

* 

When  on  a  tender  flow'ry  bed 
Of  fragrant  turf  I  lay  my  head^ 


Wrapt  in  a  pleasittg^ieverie. 
The  gods  themselTeg  might  envy  me, 
In  a  sweet  delusion  lost : 
Let  them  the  loscioas  neptar  boast^ 
Whilst  in  th*  ebriety  of  sleep 
I  gladly  thus  my  senses  steqp. 
In  courts  our  ears  such  soothing  flatteries  meet. 
As  empty  as  my  dream&— but  not  so  sweet* 


A  PERSIAN  SONG. 

« 

S  w  EET  maid^  if  thou  would^st  charm  my  sightj. 

And  bid  these  arms  thy  neck  infold  ^ 

That  rosy  cheek,  that  lily  band^ 

Would  give  thy  poet  more  delight 

Than  all  Bocara's  vaunted  gold^ 

Than  all  the  gems  of  Samarcand^ 

Boy,  let  yon  Uquid  ruby  flow. 
And  bid  thy  pensive  heart  be  glad. 
Whatever  the  frowning  zealots  say;. 
Tell  them  their  Eden  cannot  show 
A  stream  so  clear  as  Rocnabad, 
A  bow'r  so  sweet  as  Mosellay. 


Oh !  when  these  fair,  perfidious  mmiliy 
Whose  eyes  our  secret  haunts  infest. 
Their  dear  destrusti^e  charms  display. 
Each  glance  my  tender  breast  invades. 
And  robs  my  wonted  soul  of  rest^ 
As  Tartars  seize  their  destiii*d  prey. 

In  vain  with  love  cur  bosoms  glow ; 
Can  all  our  tears,  can  all  our  sighs 
New  lustre  to  those  charms  impart  f 
Can  cheeks,  where  living  roses  blow. 
Where  nature  spreads  her  richest  dyes. 
Require  the  borrowed  gloss  of  art? 

Speak  not  of  fate^-^ah !  change  the  theme^ 
And  talk  of  colours,  talk  of  wine, 
•  Talk  of  the  flow'rs  that  round  us  bloom ; 
•*Tis  all  a  cloud,  'tis  aH  a  dream ; 
To  love  and  joy  thy  thoughts  confine, 
Nor  hope  to  pierce  the  sacred  gloom. 

Beauty  has  such  resistless  powV, 
That  e'en  the  chaste  Egyptian  dame 
Sigh'd  for  the  blooming  Hebrew  boy; 
For  her  how  fatal  was  the  hour. 
When  to  the  banks  of  Nilus  came 
A  youth  so  lovely  and  so  coy! 
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But  ah !  sweet  maid^  my  counsel  hear; 
(Youth  should ^tend  when  those  advise 
Whom  long  experience  renders  sage) 
While  music  charms  the  xavish'd  ear^ 
While  sparkling  cups  xklight  our  eyes, 
Be  gay ;  and  scorn  the  frowns  of  age. 

What  cruel  answer  have  I  heardi 
And,  yet,  by  heaven,  I  love  thee  still; 
Can  ought  be  cruel  from  thy  lip  ? 
Yet  say,  how  fell,jthat  bitter  word 
From  lips  which  streams  of  sweetness  fill. 
Which  nought  but  drops  of  honey  sip  f 

Go  boldly  forth*  my  simple  lay. 
Whose  accents  flow  with  artless  easq. 
Like  orient  pearls  at.raiidom  strung; 
Thy  notes  are  sweet,, the  damsels  say^ 
But  oh !  far  sweeter  if  they  please 
The  nymph  for  whom.the  notes  are  sung! 

Jones, 


r 
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SONNET  TO  HOPE. 

Oh!  ever  skill*d  to  wear  the  form  we  love! 

To  bid  the  shapes  of  fear  and  grief  depart ; 
Come  gentle  Hope!  with  one  gay  smile  remove 

The  lasting  sadness  of  an  aching  heart. 

Thy  voice^  benign  enchantress !  let  me  hear; 

Say  that  for  me  some  pleasures  yet  shall  bloom! 
That  fancy's  radiance^  friendship's  precious  tear^ 

Shall  soften^  or  shall  chase  misfoitune's  gloom. 

But  come  not  glowing  in  the  dazzUng  ray. 
Which  once  with  dear  illusions  charm'd  my  eye! 

Oh  1  strew  no  more,  sweet  flatterer !  on  my  way. 
The  flowers  libndly  thought  too  bright  to  die. 

Tisions  less  fair  will  sooth  my  pennve  brea^ 
That  asks  not  happiness,  but  longs  for  rest. 

Jlclen  Maria  TFiUittms^ 


THE  VAIN  ATTEMPT. 

O  wfiRE  Philander's  charms  cdnfin'd 

To  features,  winning  gi^ce  I 
Absence  might  drive  him  £rom  my  mind^ 

Or  fairer  forms  efface. 
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But  when  the  powers  of  wit  combioe. 

With  pleasing  force  to  warm ; 
Where  wisdom^  genius^  honour^  shine^ 

Oh  1  how  resist  the  chami ! 

While  reasony  and  reffection^s  aid^ 

Can  only  fan  the  fire ; 
And  strengthen  all  impressions  made^ 

Not  quell  the  fond  desire. 

With  books  I  tr/d  to  sooth  my  pain. 

And  all  my  sufferings  ease : 
Alas !  no  authors  entertain ; 

No  wit  but  his  can  please. 

If  of  philosophy  they  treat. 

My  passion  they  renew ; 
The  sage,  of  all  the  most  complete, 

Is  present  to  my  view. 

His  image  to  efface  I  sought. 

And  tear  it  from  my  breast ; 
But  oh !  how  vain !  whilst  ev'ry  thought 

Recails  the  fatal  guest. 

The  conflict's  o'er,  be  calm  ray  heart. 

And  cease  thy  fate  to  mourn  : 
By  merit  gain'd,  endure  the  smart, 

Tho'  hopeless  of  return. 

Original  Poems  from  the  French* 
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ODE  TO  SLEER 


Sleep^  thy  bakny  aid  apply ! 

Calm  to  rest  my  wakeful  woes ! 
Sorrow's  cheek,  O  gently  dry ! 

Sorrow's  eye  in  slumber  close ! 

Fancy,  tlien,  shall  hold  her  reign ; 

Hope  shall  sooth  the  pensive  mind ; 
Stella,  then,  shall  smile  again; 

Stella  sbdl  again  be  kind. 

Lost  to  all  we  most  adore^ 

What  has  life  that*s  worth  our  care  f 
Sleep,  to  my  fond  arms  restore 

Stella  faifthlul,  kind,  and  £uri 

Bat,  tbo'  once  so  fair  and  kind. 
Should  those  dreams  of  love  be  past! 

Ah  «th€ii !  what  sofaiGe  may  I  find  i 
Still  let  me  sleep***and  sleep  my  last. 

Cartxmght, 
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EPITAPH 

OH 

WILLIAM  SHENSTONE,  ESQ. 

fT^HOE*ERthou'art,  with  rev'rence  tread 
'Tlie  sacred  mansions  of  the  dead— 
Not  that  the  monumental  bust, 
'Or  sumptuous  tomb  here  guards  the  dust 
Of  rich  or  great;  (let  wealth,  rank,  birth. 
Sleep  undistinguis'd  in  the  earth ! ) 
This  simple  urn  records  a  name. 
That  shines  with  more  exalted  fame. 

Reader!  if  genius,  taste*^efin'd, 
A  native  elegance  of  mind ; 
If  virtue,  science,  manly  sease ; 
If  wit,  that  never  gave  offence, 
'The  clearest  head,  the  tenderest  Iieart, 
In  thy  esteem  e*er  claim'd  a  part. 
Ah !  smite  thy  breast,  and  drop  a  tear, 
JFoj:,  know,  thy  Shenstone's  dust  lies  here. 
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EPITAPH 

OK 

MR.   JOSEPH    MITCHELL, 

'A  famous  Sportsman, 

■  On  the  graive-stone  is  delineated  a  hare  run  down ;  froQi  a  labd  at  Imt 

mouth  proceeds  this  motto,-— 

"I    HAVE    riNlSli'D    M.Y    COUESE." 

Jlp  ever^port  to  thee  was  dear. 
Drop  on  Joe  Mitchell's  grave  a  tear; 
Who  whenalive  with  nimble  eye. 
Did  myriads  of  hares  descry. 
He  was  professor K)f  the  art. 
Those  animals  to  find  and  start. 
All  arts  and  sciences  beside. 
This  hare-brainM  hero  did  deride : 
An  utter  foe  to  wedlock's  noose. 
In  which  close  state  appear'd  no  meuse, 
Joe  scorn'd  this  earth,  he  was  above  it. 
But  «nly  for  form's  sake  did  love  it ; 
But  Joe  at  length  was  spyM  by  death. 
And  cours'd  and  run  quite  out  of  breath* 
No  shifting,  winding  turn,  could  save 
Joe  from  the  all-devouring  grave. 
As  greyhound  with  superior  force 
Seizes  poor  puss  and  ends  her  course ; 
So  stopt  the  fates  this  sportsman  true. 
Who  now  for  ever  bids  adieu 
To  quick  soho!  and  loud  halloo  i 
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«'  1.' 

EPITAPH 
LORD  AUBREY  BEAUCLERK. 

TV  HiLE  Britain  boasts  her  empire  o'er  the  deep, 
Thi»  marble  shall  compel  the  brave  to  weep; 
As  men^  as  Britons^  and  as  soldiers,  mourn 
0*er  dauntless,  loyal,  virtuous  Beauclerk^s  urn ; 
Sweet  were  his  manners,  as  his  soul  was  gieat; 
And  ripe  his  worth,  tho'  immature  his  fate : 
Each  tender  grace  that  love  and  joy  inspires. 
Living,  he  mingled  with  his  martial  fires ; 
Dying,  he  bade  Britannia's  thunder  roar. 
And  Spain  still  felthim^  when  he  breadi'd  ho  more« 

Young* 


EPITAPH, 

A  GENEROUS  foe,  a  faithful  friend-*- 
A  victor  bold  here  met  his  end. 
He  conquer'd  both  in  war  and  peace ; 
By  death  subdu'd,  his  glories  cease. 
Ask'st  thou,  who  finish'd  here  fais  course 
With  so  much  honour  ?— 'Twas  a  horse* 

AnomffMus, 
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Vo  t^  wpfWttSi  of 
NICHOLAS   ROWE,   ESQ. 

Who  dkd  in  i?  15,  aged  45  ; 
And  of  CHARLOTTA,  his  only  Daughter 

WIFE  OF    KENRY    £ARL£>   ESQ. 

Who,  imitating  her  Father's  spirit,    ' 
And  amiable  in  her  owa  innocence  and  beantj. 

Died  in  the  2^nd  year  of  her  age, 

Xht  relics^  Rowe  t  to  this  sad  shrine  we  trusty 
And  near  thy  Shake^eare  place  thy  honoured  bust 
Oh!  next  him^  skilFd  to  draw  the  tender  tear  ; 
For  never  heart  felt  passion  more  sincere : 
To  nobler  sentiment  to  fire  the  brave> 
For  never  Briton  more  disdain'd  a  slave ; 
Peace  ta  thy  gentle  shade  and  endless  rest ; 
Blest  in  thy  genius^  in  thy  love  too  blest ! 
And  blest  that  timely  from  our  scene  remov'd^ 
Thy  soul  enjoys  the  liberty  it  lov'd. 
To  these  so  moum'd  in  deaths  so  lov'd  in  life ! 
The  childless  parent  and  the  widow'd  wife. 
With  tears  inscribe  this  monumental  stone. 
That  holds  their  ashes,  and  expects  her  own. 

Pupe» 
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EPITAPH 

ON 

MRS.    wr*n: 

^LL  cold^  beneath  this  narrow  heap^ 
Wr-n's  angel  charms  in  silent  sleep  ;: 
And  here  the  ties  of  virtue  end. 
The  tender  mother,  wife,  and  friend*. 

Eor  her  each  getitle  bosom  grieves ; 
'Tis  not  the  turf  alone  that  heaves ! 
Pity  and  love  her  loss  deplore ; 
Their  fav'rite  child  can  feel  no  more. 

And  see,  the  woodbine  loves  to  -stray,. 
Around  the  sod  that  clasps  her  clay ; 
The  primrose  with  the  viTet  vies, 
To  deck  the  grave  where  beauty  lies. 

Here  Melancholy,  lonely  maid. 
Shall  oft  the  live-long  night  be  laid  j 
And  when  the  morning  beam  appears^ 
Revive  the  verdure— with  her  tears. 

Poetical  Efusion^^ 
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DAVID'S  lamentation: 

Over  Saul  and  Jonathan, 

On  yonder  hills  that  kiss  the  sky. 

The  flow'r  of  Israel  droops  her  head  ; 
Hersw^ts- are-lost,  hev^  beauties  die. 

And  all  her  vernal charmsare  fled. 
On  yonder  hills  that  kis&  the  sky. 

Pathetic  lute,  with  sorrow  swell,.. 
In  battle  slain  the  heroes  lie  :^ 

O  Jacob,  how  thy  mighty  fell !  - 

Forbear,  O  fame,  with  haughty  strains. 

In  Gath  to  tell  the  gloomy  tale ; 
Fdrbear,  on  Ascalonia's  plains. 

To  bid  the  fatal  theme  prevail ; 
Lest  Palestina's  maids  rejoice. 

And  strike  the  gay  triumphal  shell ; 
Lest  heathen  maids  with  choral  voice 

Sing  loudly  how  the  mighty  fell. 

* 

No  more,  ye  hill?,  may  genial  dews 
Your  soil  \^ith. liberal  bounty  crown;.. 

No  more  may  heaven  its  boons  diffuse. 
And  shower. the  ripe  oblation  down^L: 
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For  there  the  joys  of  Israel  fled. 
Your  crimson  riUs  proclaim  too  well ; 

For  there  the  chiefs  and  heroes  bled> 
Th'  anointed  king^  the  mighty  fell» 

With  valour  heav'd  the  princes  breast ; 

An  arm  of  fate  the  monarch  reared ; 
They  smifd^  and  Israers  sons  were  blest 

They  frown'd^  and  all  Philistia  fear'd. 
As  eagles  fleet,  as  lions*  keen, 

They  glow'd  the  maitial  soul  to  quell ;. 
The  bow  was  bent,  the  sword  was  seen^ 

The  warrior  bled>  the  mighty  fell. 

When  peace  her  downy  wing  display'd^ 

And  plenty  crown'd  tlie  joyful  year,. 
In  all  their  mien  the  graces  play'd^ 

And  all  their  words  were  kind  and  dear 
Their  virtues  blest  a  laughing  land  ; 

With  joy,  ye  sons  of  Israel,  tell : 
O  tell  with  tears,  how  hand  in  hand 

The  royal  pair,  the  mighty  fefl. 

O  now,  ye  maids  of  Israel  sing 
The  sweet,  the  sad,  the  tender  lay ; 

Bewail  your  lord,  bewail  your  king. 
And  weep  your  pearly  eyes  away : 
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Who  bade  you  scarlet  robes  to  wear,' 
Who  gave  your  charms  the  winning  spell. 

Who  clad  in  goId-*my  lute  forbear !  ^ 
On  yonder  heights  the  mighty  fell. 

And^  oh !  my  second  self^  my  friend. 

For  thee  mine  eyes  with  sorrow  flow : 
To  mournful  lays^  dear  shade^  attend^ 

And  hear  me  touch  the  lute  of  woe* 
Sweet  was  thy  soul,  thy  love  supreme 

Did  every  female  love  excel : 
In  vain  I  wake  the  pleasing  theme ; 

On  yonder  heights  the  mighty  felL 

On  yonder  hills,  that  kiss  the  sky. 

The  flower  of  Israel  droops  her  head ; 
Her  sweets  are  lost,  her  beauties  die. 

And  ail  her  vernal  charms  are  fled* 
On  yonder  hills,  that  kiss  the  sky. 

Pathetic  lute,  with  sorrow  swell. 
In  battle  slain  the  hert>e8  lie ; 

0  Jacob,  how  thy  mighty  fell. 

Translationfrom  Farrar^s  Behrew  PoenUn 
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CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR. 

jChey,  who  content  on  earth  to  sta]r> 
To  earth  their  views  confine; 

With  rapture^  Miller,  will  survey 
This  Paradise  of  thine ! 

1,  too,  my  willing  voice  would  raise. 

And  equal  rapture  shew; 
But  that  the  scenes  which  others  praise^ 

For  me  are  much  too  low. 

« 
I  grant  the  hills  are  crown'd  with  trees,, 

I  grant  the  fields  are  fair ; 

But,  after  all,  one  nothing  sees- 

But  what  is  really  there. 

« 

True  taste  ideal  prospects  feigns,. 

Whilst  on  poetic  wings ; 
'Bove  earth,  and  all  that  earth  contains, 

Unbounded.fancy  springs. 

To  dwell  on  earth,  gross  element. 

Let  groveling  spirits  bear ; 
But  I,  on  nobler  plans  intent. 

Build  castles  in  the  air. 
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No  neighbour  there  can  disagree, 

Or  thwart  what  I  design ; 
For  there,  not  only  all  I  see. 

But  all  I  wish  b  mine. 

No  surly  landlord's  leave  I  want. 

To  make  or  pull  down  fences ; 
I  build,  I  furnish,  drain,  and  plant, 

Regardless  of  expenses. 

One  thing,  *tis  true,  excites  my  fear, 

Nor  let  it  seem  surprising ; 
Whilst  ministers,  from  year  to  year. 

New  taxes  are  devising. 

Lest  earth  being  tax'd,  as  soon  it  may. 

Beyond  what  earth  can  bear ; 
Our  financier  a  tax  should  lay 

On  castles  in  the  air. 

Well  with  the  end  the  means  would  suit^i 

Would  he,  in  these  our  day«. 
Ideal  plans  to  execute. 

Ideal  taxes  raise. 

Poetical  Amusements, 
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THE  nELD  OF  BATTLE. 


Faintly  brayM  the  battle's  roar,. 

Distant  dawn  the  hollow  wind; 
Panting  terror  fled  before. 

Wounds  and  death  were  left  behind* 

The  war-fiend  curs'd  the  sunken  day,. 

That  checked  his  fierce  pursuit  too  soon  ; 
While  scarcely  lighting  ta  the  prey. 

Low  hung  and  lou/d  the  bloody  moon«. 

The  field,  so  late  the  heroes  pride. 
Was  now  with  various  carnage  spread ;. 

And  floated  with  a  crimson  tide. 
That  drench'd  the  dying  and  the  dead» 

O'er  the  sad  scene  of  dreariest  viewj, 

Abandoti'd  all  to  horrora  wild. 
With  frantic  step  Maria  flew, 

Maria,  sorrow^s  early  child. 

By  duty  led,  for  every  vein 

Was  warm'd  by  Hjrmen's  purest  flame  ^ 
With  Edgar  o*er  the  wint'ry  main, 

$he,  lovely^  &ithfttl>  wanderer,^  cam^» 
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Tor  weQ  she  thought  a  friend  so  dear. 
In  darkest  hours  might  joy  impart; 

Her  warrior^  faint  with  toil^  might  cheer^ 
Or  sooth  her  bleeding  wanior's  smart. 

Tho'  lookM  fofi  long^  in  chill  affright, 
(The  torrent  buvsting  from  her  eye) 

She  heard  the  signal  for  the  fight. 
While  her  soul  trembled  in  a  sigh. 

She  heard,  and<r1aspM  him  to  ho  breast. 
Yet  scarce  could  urge  th'  inglorious  stay; 

His  manly  heart  the  charm  confessed. 
Then  broke  the  charm,  and  rush'd  away. 

Too  soon,  in  few,  but  deadly  words, 
Some  flying  straggler  breath'd  to  tell. 

That,  in  the  foremost  strife  of  swords. 
The  young,  the  gallant  Edgar  felL 

She  pressed  to  hear-^she  cacdght  the  tak— • 
At  every  sound  her  blood  congeai'd; 

With  terror  bold — ^with  terror  pale. 
She  sprung  to  search  the  &t;al  field. 

O'er  the  sad  scene  in  dire  amaze 
She  went,  witk  courage  not  her  own ;, 

O'er  many  a  corpse  she  cast  her  gaze. 
And  turn'd  her  ear  to  many  a  moan. 
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Drear  angnish  urged  her  to  press  * 

Full  many  a  hand,  as  wild  she  mourn'd; 

Of  comfort  glad,  the  drear  caress. 
The  damp,  chill,  dying  hand  returned. 

Her  ghastly  hope  was  well  nigh  fled. 
When  late  pale  Edgar  s  form  she  found. 

Half  buried  with  the  hostile  dead. 
And  bor^d  with  many  a  grisly  wound. 

She  kneW'— she  sunk— the  night  bird  screamed. 
The  moon  withdrew  her  troubled  light, 

^d  left  the  fair— tho'  falFn  she  seem'd— 
To  worse  than  death-— and  deepest  night. 

Penrose, 


THE  BIRCH. 


JL  HO*  the  oalc  be  the  pride  and  the  prince  of  the  grove. 
An  emblem  of  powV,  iand  thefav'rite  of  Jove,  ■ 
Tho'  Phcebus  with  laurel  his  temples  has  bound. 
And  with  chaplets  of  poplar  Alcides  is  crowned; 
Tho*  PaUas  the  olive  has  grac'd  with  her  choice. 
And  old  Mother  Cybele  in  pines  may  rejoice ; 
Tho'  Bacchus  delights  in  the  ivy  and  vine. 
And  Venus  her  garlands  with  myrtle  entwine ; 
Yet  the  muses  declare,  after  diligent  search. 
No  tree  can  be  found  to  compare  with  the  birch* 
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The  birdi  they  declare  is  the  true  tree  of  knowl^g^j 
iRever'd  at  each  school^  and  remember'd  at  college ; 
The*  Virgil's  fam'd  tree  might  produce  as  its  fruit, 
A  crop  of  vain  dreams,  and  strange  whims  from  each  root; 
Yet  the  birch  on  each  bough,  on  the  top  of  each  switch. 
Bears  the  essence  of  grammar,  the  eight  parts  of  speech. 
'Mongst  the  leaves  are  concealed  more  than  mem'rj  can 

mention. 
All  cases,  ^  genders,  all  forms  of  declension ; 
Nine  branches^  when  cropt  by  the  hands  of  the  aine. 
And  dulj  arranged  in  a  parallel  line ; 
Tj'd  up  in  nine  folds  of  a  mystical  string. 
Then  soak'd  for  nine  days  in  cold  Helicon's  spring ; 
A  sceptre  compose  lor  a  pedagogues  hand. 
Like  the  fasces  of  Rome,  a  true  badge  of  command. 
This  sceptre  when  thus  form'd,  like  Moses's  rod. 
From  flint  can  draw  tears,  and  give  life  to  a  clod ; 
Shou'd  darkness  Egyptian,  or  ignorance  spread, 
Tlieir  clouds  o  er  the  mind,  or  envdope  the  head ; 
This  rod,  thrice  apply'd^  puts  the  darkness  to  flighty 
Disperses  the  clouds,  and  restores  us  to  light: 
like  the  virga  divina^  'twill  find  out  the  vein. 
Where  lurks  the  rich  metal,  the  gold  of  the  brain. 
Shou'd  genius  a  captive  by  sloth  be  coafiu'd. 
Or  the  witehcraft  of  pleasure,  prevail  o'er  the  mind ; 
This  magical  wand  but  apply  witb  a  stroke. 
The  spdl  is  dissolved,  the  enchantment  is  broke. 
Like  Hermes's  rod,  these  few  switches  inspire, 
Hh^torical  thunder,  and  poetry's  fire ; 
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If  Morpheus  our  temples  in  lethe  shou'd  steep. 
These  switches  untie  all  the  fetters  of  sleep. 
Here  dwells  strong  conyiction>  of  logic  the  glory. 
When  ^tis  used  with  precision,  a  posteriore ; 
If  nature  be  slow,  'tis  the  bii-ch  must  assist  her. 
For  science  works  upwards,  when  giv'n  as  a  clyster. 
I  ve  known  a  short  lecture  most  strongly  prevail. 
When  duly  apply'd  to  the  head  thro*  the  tail ; 
I^ke  the  electrical  shock  in  an  instant  'tis  spread. 
And  flies  with  ajerk  from  the  tail  to  the  head ; 
Promotes  circulation,  and  thrills  thro'  each  vein. 
The  faculties  quickens,  and  purges  the  brain ; 
By  sympathy  thus,  and  consent  of  the  parts. 
We're  taught  fundamentally—Selassies  and  art&i 
The  birch  a  priore  apply'd  to  the  palm. 
Will  settle  disputes,  or  a  passion  becalm; 
Whatever  disorders  prevail  in  the  .blood. 
The  birch  can  correct  them,  like  guaiacum-wood ; 
It  sweetens  the  juices,  corrects  our  ill  humours. 
Bad  habits  removes,  and  disperses  foul  tumours. 
When  apply'd  to  the  hand,  it  can  cure  with  a  switch. 
Like  the  salve  of  old  Molyneux  us'd  in  the  itch. 
As  the*fam*d/rod  of  Circe  to  brutes  could  change  men. 
So  the  twigis  of  the  birch  can  unbrute  them  again, 
like  the  rod  of  the  sybil,  that  branch  of  true  gold. 
These  twigs  can  the  gate  of  elysium  unfold; 
That  elysium  of  learning,  where  pleasure's  abound. 
Those  sweets  which  still  flourish  on  classical  ground. 
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Frometfaeus^s  rod^  which  mythologiat's  say, 
Fetch'd  iire  irom  the  sun,  and  gave  life  to  his  clay. 
Was  a  birch  well  apply'd,  his  new  m^i  to  inspire 
With  a  taste  for  the  arts,  and  their  genius  to  fire* 
This  bundle  of  rods  may  suggest  this  reflection. 
That  the  arts  with  each  other  inabatain  a  connexion: 
Another  good  moral  this  bundle  of  switches 
Points  out  to  our  notice,  and  silently  teaches; 
For  as  twigs  well  united  cA  scarcely  be  broken. 
Of  peace,  and  good  neighbourhood,  these  are  a  token; 
Then  if  such  are  its  virtues,  we'll  bow  to  the  tree. 
And  the  Birch,  like  the  Mulb'ry,  immortal  shall  be. 


VERSES 


"BY  R.  B«  SHERIDAN,  SBQ« 

Mr.  Shendun  meeting  Miss  lAnleyy  now  Mrs,  Skeridan,  «# 
tie  entrance  rf  a  grotto^  in  the  vicinity  of  Batk^  took  the 
liberty  ff  offering  her  some  advice;  with  which  app^e- 
hending  she  was  dispieasedf  he  Irft  the  foliotiing  lutes  in 
the grotta  next  day: 

Uncouth  is  this  mo^s^cover'd  grotfo  of  stone. 
And  damp  is  the  shade  of  this  dew  dripping  tree ; 

Yet  I  this  rude  grotto  with  rapture  will  own. 
And,  willow,  thy  damps  are  refreshing  to  me« 
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For  this  is  the  grotto  where  Delia  reclin'd. 
As  late  I  in  secret  her  confidence  sought ; 

And  this  is  the  tree  kept  her  safe  from  the  wind^ 
As  bhishing  she  heard  the  grave  lesson  I  taught. 

Then  tell  me,  thou  grotto  of  moss-cover'd  stone^ 
And  tell  me,  thou  willow,  with  leaves  dripping  dew, 

Did  Delia  seem  vex'd  when  Horatio  was  gone  i 
And  did  she  confess  her  resentment  to  you  f 

Methinks  now  each  bough,  as  you're  waving  it,  tries 
To  whisper  a  cause  for  the  sorrow  I  feel ; 

To  hint  as  she  frown'd  when  I  dar'd  to  advise. 
And  sigh  when  she  saw  that  1  did  it  with  zeal. 

True,  true,  silly  leaves,  so  she  did,  I  allow ; 

She  frown'd,  but  no  rage  in  her  looks  could  I  see; 
She  frowr'd,  but  reflection  had  clouded  her  brow ; 

She  sigh'd,  but,  perhaps,  'twas  in  pity  to  me. 

Then  wave  thy  leaves  brisker,  thou  willow  of  woe ; 

I  tell  thee  no  rage  in  her  looks  could  I  see ; 
I  cannot,  I  will  not  believe  it  was  so ; 

She  was  not,  she  could  not  be  angry  with  me. 

For  well  did  she  know  that  my  heart  meant  no  wrong, 
It  sunk  at  the  thqught  of  but  giving  her  pain ; 

But  trusted  its  task  to  a  faultering  tongue^ 
Which  err'd  from  the  feelings  it  could  not  explain. 
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Yet,  oh !  if  indeed  I've  offended  the  maid. 
And  Delia  my  humble  monition  refuse ;  * 

Sweet  willow,  the  next  time  she  visits  thy  shade^ 
Fan  gently  her  bosoni^  and  plead  my  excuse. 

And  thow,  stony  grot,  in  thy  arch  may'st  preserve 
Two  lingering  drops  of  the  night-fallen  dew ; 

And  just  let  them  £stll  at  her  feet,  and  they'll  serve 
As  tears  of  my  sorrow  entrusted  to  you. 

p 
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Or  lest  th^  unheeded  should  fall  at  her  feet. 

Let  them  fall  on  her  bosom  of  snow,  and  I  swear, 

Uie  next  time  I  visit  thy  moss-covex'd  seat, 
m  pay  each  drop  with  a  genuine  tear. 

So  may'st  thou,  green  willow^  &r  ages  thus  toss 

Thy  branches  so  lank  o'ler  the  slow  winding  stream ; 
And  thou,  stony  grotto,  retain  all  thy  moss, 

WhUe  yet  there's  a  poet  to  make  thee  his  theme. 
• 
Nay  more— may  my  Delia  still  give  you  her  charms 

Each  ev'ning,  pad  sometimes  the  whole  ev'ning  long; 
Then,  <grottp,  be  proud  to  support  her  white  arms ; 

Then,  willow,  wave  all  thy  green  tops  to  her  song. 

Ititiod  of  WU. 
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EPITAPH. 


Ah  pass  not  here,  if  thou  didst  ever  knoir. 
The  tender  touches  of  impassioned  woe  ; 
Pass  not,  if  truth,  and  fortitude,  and  love. 
Can  stay  thy  footsteps,  or  thy  spirit  move ; 
Pass  not,  if  ev'ry  elegance  of  soul 
Can  charm  thy  senses,  or  thy  steps  tM>ntroul; 
Pass  not,  if  more  than  Roman  virtue  here. 
With  more  than  female  softness,  claim  the  tear; 
Nor  pass,  if  heav*n-born  sjrmpathy  have  art 
To  urge  the  thrilling  pulses  of  the  heart; 
But  if,  nor  suffering  worth  thy  soul  can  move. 
Nor  the  «weet  impuke  of  a  generous  love. 
If  ibrtitude,  with  glowing  beauty  joined. 
Knows  not  the  power  to  captivate  the  mind^ 
if  health,  if  joy,  devoted  to  the  tomb. 
If  life  laid  down  to  ward  a  lover's  doom. 
If  patience,  perseverance,  ardour,  truth. 
Blended  with  ev'ry  charm  of  female  youth. 
If  these,  and  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace. 
Want  power  to  melt  the  soul  upon  thy  face. 
Then  quickly  pass-*this  hallow'd  spot  forbear. 
The  feeling  heart  alone  should  tarry  here. 

Iron  tht  NoTti  of  Emma  CcAet. 
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EPITAPH^ 


lY  THE  LAT£  BISHOP  L.OWTH  ON  HIS  DACGRTEir. 


C/AB  A>  vale>  ingenio  praestans>  pietate^  pudorc^ 
£t  plusquam  natae^  nomine  cara>  vale ! 
Cara  Maria  vale  I— at  venlet  felicins  oevuiOj^ 
Quando  itemm  tecum^i»in  modo  dignus^  ero^ 
^  Can  redi"— laeta  turn  dicam  voce  '^patemoa 
Eja  age  in  aiDplexus,  cara  Marian  FcdL**^ 


TRANSLATION. 


!D£ABEB  than  daughter^  parallerd  by  few 
In  genius,  goodness^  modesty — adieu ; 
Adieu,  Maria — till  that  day  more  blest. 
When,  if  deserving,  I  with  thee  shall  rest 
"  Come,  then,*'  thy  sire  wiU  ciy  in  joyful  strain,. 
^  O  come  to  my  paternal  arnki  again  !** 

J.  DunctmbCf  M*  A. 
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SONG. 

JDIistbess  me  with  those  tears  no  more^ 

One  kiss,  my  love,  and  then  adieu  ; 
The  last  boat  destin'd  for  the  shore. 

Waits,  dearest  girl,  alone  for  you  : 
Soon,  soon  before  the  light  winds  borne. 

Shall  I  be  sever'd  from  your  sight ; 
You  left  the  lonely  hours  to  mourn. 

And  weep  thro*  many  a  stormy  night» 

When  far  along  the  restless  deep. 

In  trim  array  the  ship  shall  steer ; 
Your  form  remembrance  still  shall  keep> 

Your  worth  affection  still  reverfe ; 
And  with  the  distance  from  your  eyes. 

My  love  for  you  shall  be  increased  ; 
As  to  the  pole  the  needle  flies. 

And  farthest  off  still  varies  least. 

While  round  the  bowl  the  cheerful  crew, 

ShaD  sing  of  triumphs  on  the  main ; 
My  thoughts  shall  fondly  turn  to  you. 

Of  you  alone  shall  be  my  strain. 
And  when  weVe  bound  the  leaguing  foe. 

Revengeful  for  our  country *s  wrong; 
Returning  home,  my  heart  shall  shew. 

No  fiction  grac'd  my  artless  song. 

Anon* 


63 


THE  INVITATION, 

BY   A   GENTLEMAN    IN    MARYLAN]>. 

\^HEN  chilling  boreas  blows  no  more> 
And  snows  are  melted  down ; 

When  gentle  zephyr's  soft'ning  pow'r 
Spring's  mild  advances  own ; 

Or  if  when  scorching  Sirius  reigns^ 

And  taints  the  putrid  air ; 
Mindful  of  health,  from  sandy  plains 

To  mountains  you'll  repair. 

A  mountain  bard  your  steps  invites 

To  shun  the  baleful  rays ; 
In  cooler  shades  to  pass  your  nights^ 

In  cooler- sleep  your  days; 

Where  no  moschetoes  e'er  intrude^. 

No  fly  disturbs  your  rest ; . 
Where  love  alone  will  dare  be  rude^ 

And  discompose  your  breast; 

Who  haply  may  soft  dreams  impart. 

And  for  your  lover  plead ; 
With  mutual  passion  touch  your  heart. 

And  he  be  blest  indeed. 
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Come  then^  fnir  maid^  and  bring  alons^ 

Your  gentle  grace,  and  ease. 
The  sprightly  dance,  the  jocund  song^ 

And  all  your  arts  to  please* 

And  if  your  fair  companion  deign 

The  invitation  to  approve, 
A  mountain  goddess  she  shall  reign^ 

And  wit  shall  weave  the  crown  of  love*. 

Around  her  trees  will  crow'd  their  shade. 
And  birds  will  chaunt  a  sprighUier  lay  ^ 

And  ev'ry  flower^  and  ev'ry  blade. 
Will  welcome  the  auspicious  day* 

Fatal  ambition  f  hapless  fate  f 
Who  wedded  but  to  noble  strife, 

fc.  ^ 

Exchanges  happiness  for  state. 
And  sinks  into  a  wretch  for  life. 

The  present  hour  is  all  we  taste. 

Catch  the  fleet  pleasures  as  they  move; 

We  cannot  be  too  much  in  haste, 
Tis  all  we  bave-^to  live  and  love» 

MantMp  MiicettaHy, 
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VERSES, 

COPIED    FBOM    THE   WINDOW    OF     AN     OBSCVBB 
LODOINO-HOVSE    IN    LONDON. 

Stbanobr^  whatever  thoB  art,  whose  restless  mind. 

Like  me,  within  these  widU>  is  cribb'd,  coniin'd,* 

Learn  how  each  want,  that  heaves  our  mutual  sigh, 

A  woman's  soft  sc^itudes  8up]3ly  { 

From  hep  white  breast  retreat  all  rude  alarms. 

Or  fly  the  circle  of  her  magic  chaniis ; 

While  souls  exchang'd  alternate  grace  acquire. 

And  passions  catch  from  passions  glorious  fire* 

What  tho'  to  deck  this  roof  no  arts  combine. 

Such  forms  as  rival  evVy  fair  but  mine ; 

No  nodding  plumes  our  hamble  coueh  abpve. 

Proclaim  each  triuipf^  of  unbounded  love ; 

No  silver  lamp,  with  sculptured  Cupids  gay. 

O'er  yielding  beauty  pours  its  midnight  ray ; 

Yet  Fanny's  charms  couM  time's  rfow  flight  beguile. 

Sooth  ev'ry  eare,  and  make  this  dungeon  smile ; 

In  her,  what  kings,  w4aat  saints  have  wish'd  is  given. 

Her  heart  is  empire,  and  her  love  is  heaven ! 

MwMif  Miscellany, 

•  Macl^th. 
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THE   TEAR. 


Klow  prone  the  bosom  is  to  sigh ! 
How  prone  to  weep  the  human  eye ! 
As  thro'  this  painful  life  we  steer. 
This  valley  of  the  sigh  and  tear. 

When  saints  lift  up  their  souls  in  prayV^ 
Redeemed  from  sm,  remorse  and  care. 
Possessed  with  hope  and  holy  fear, 
'Tis  then  the  Christian's  pious  tear* 

When  ev*ry  parting  pang  is  o'er. 
And  friends,  long  absent,  meet  once  more> 
Fraught  with  delight,  and  love  sincere, 
*Tis  then  sweet  friendship's  joyful  teai*. 

When,  by  the  heart,  with  sorrow  griev'd, 
A  thousand  blessings  are  receiv'd,  ' 
With  ev'ry  comfort  that  can  cheer, 
'Tis  then  bright  virtue's  graceful  tear. 

When  two  fond  lover's  doom'd  to  part^ 
Feel  deadly  pangs  invade  their  heart ; 
Torn  from  the  object  each  holds  dear, 
'Tis  then,  alas !  the  parting  tear. 
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Where  wretches  on  the  earth  reclin'd^ 
Their  doom  of  condemnation  sign'd; 
(The  end  of  earthly  being  near) 
'Tis  then  soft  pity's  gentle  tear. 

Where  one  friend  sees  another  bleed^ 
Or  suffer  anguish^  pain^  or  need. 
Then,  then,  involv'd  in  smart  severe. 
We  drop  the  sympathetic  tear. 

If,  on  some  lovely  creature's  face. 
Rich  in  proportion,  colour,  grace, 
A  pearly  drop  should  once  appear, 
'Tis  then  the  lovely  beauteous  tear* 

When  mothers  (O !  the  grateful  sight) 
Their  children  view  with  fond  delight ; 
Surrounded  by  a  charge  so  dear, 
'Tis  then  the  sweet  maternal  tear. 

When  lovers  see  the  beautious  maid. 
To  whom  their  fond  attention's  paid. 
With  conscious  blushing  sobs  draw  near, 
^Tis  then  the  humble  pleading  tear. 

When  two  dear  friends,  of  kindred  mind. 
By  ev'iy  gen'rous  tie  conjoin'd. 
Behold  their  dreadful  parting  near, 
^Tis  then,.  O !  then,  the  bitter  tear, 

F  2 
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But  wheft  the  wretch^  with  ain^  opprtss'd^ 
Strikes  in  an  agony  bis  brea&t ; 
When  torn  with  guilt,  distress^  and  fear, 
^Tk  then  the  beaty  the  a^viog  tear. 

MoHthiy  Misccllan^m 
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ODE, 

BT   JOHN    RAXNIE^ 

1  ctftnot  bat  remember  such  things  were^ 
And  Were  mttt  ^ecioas  to  me< 

Scenes  of  my  youth!  ye  once  were  dear, 

Tho'  s£idly  I  yonr  d^rms  survey ; 
I  once  was  wont  to  linger  here. 

From  early  dawn  to  closing  day* 
Scenes  of  my  youth !  pale  sorrow  ilia^ 

A  shade  o'er  all  your  beauties  now ; 
And  robtt  the  moinents  of  tlietr  wing^. 

That  scatter  pleasure  as  they  Aovf. 
While,  still,  to  heighten  ev'ry  care, 

Reflection  teUs  me,  such  things  were. 

'Tw«Bfl  bei*e  a  tender  mother  strove 
To  keep  my  happiness  in  view; 

I  smird  beneath  a  pw[«nt's  love. 
That  soft  compassic»)  ever  knew*. 
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In  whom  the  ▼irtaes  aQ  eoMbin'd ; 

Oil  whom  I  cookl  with  faith  retj ; 
To  whom  mj  heaFi  and  soul  were  jom^d. 

By  mild  affection*ft  primal  tie ! 
Who  smiles  in  heav'n^  exempt  iVem  eare. 
Whilst  L  leaaember,  such  things  were. 

'Twas  here,  where  calm  and  tranquil  rest 

Overpays  the  peasant  for  his  toil. 
That,  first  in  blessing,  I  was  blese'd 

With  glowing  friendship's  open  smile. 
My  friend  far  distant  doom'd  to  roam. 

Now  braves  the  fury  of  the  seas ; 
He  fled  his  peaceful  happy  home;^ 

His  little  fortune  to  encrease. 
While  bleeds  afresh  the  wound  of  care^ 
When  I  remember,  such  things  we^e. 

'Twas  here,  ev'n  in  this  silent  grove, 

I  fondly  guz'd  en  Laura's  charms^ 
Who,  blushing,  own'd  a  mutual  love. 

And  melted  in  my  youthful  arms. 
'Tho*  bard  the  soul-conflieting  strife. 

Yet  fate,  the  cruel  tyrant,  bore 
Far  from  my  sight  th^  chavm  ef  fife'** 

Tlie  lovely  maid  whom  I  adore. 
'Twould  ease  jny  soul  of  all  its  care, 
Cou'd  I  Jbrget  thai  suck  things  ifrece. 


Here  first  I  saw  the  mom  appear 

Of  guiltless  pleaswne'ji  shining  day ; 
I  met  the  dazzling  brightness  hane. 

Here  mark'd  the  soft  decUning  ray- 
Beheld  the  skies,  whose  streaming  light 

Gave  .splendour  to  the  parting  sun ; 
Now  lost  in  sorrow's  sable  night. 

And  all  their  mingled  glories  gone ! 
'  Till  death,  in  pity,  end  my  care, 
I  must  remember  such  things  were. 

Literary  Magazine* 

VERSES. 

Sir  John  Henry  More^  Bart,  who  died  in  the  year  17^0, 
about  the  as^e  of  25  :  His  trite  poetical  powers  cannot 
be  better  proved  than  by  the  following  lines^  which  he 
wrote  to  a  Lady  a  few  months  before  his  deaihy  being 
then  in  an  evident  decay : 

If  in  that  breast,  so  good,  so  pure. 

Compassion  ever  lov'd  to  dwell. 
Pity  the  sorrows  I  endure. 

The  cause  I  must  not — dare  not  tell. 

The  grief  that  on  my  quiet  preys. 

That  rends  my  heart,  that  checks  my  tongue, 
I  fear  will  last  me  all  my  days, 

But  feel— it  will  not  last  me  long. 

Delia  Crusca. 
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A  WINTER  PIECE, 


It  was  a  winter^  evening,  and  fast  came  down  the  ttiCfw, 
And  keenly  o'er  the  wide  heath  the  bitter  blast  did  blow^ 
When  a  damsel  all  forlorn,  quite  bewildered  in  her  way^ 
Press'd  her  baby  to  her  bosom,  aod  sadly  thus  did  say :— » 

*'  Ohi  cniel  was  my  father,  that  shut  his  door  on  me! 
*^  And  cruel  was  my  mother  that  such  a  sight  could  see ; 
'^  And  cruel  is  the  wint'ry  wind  that  chills  my  heart  with 

cold, 
*'  But  crueller  than  all,  the  lad  that  left  my  love  for  gold! 
.  •  •• 

*'  Hush,  hush,  my  lovely  baby,  and  warm  thee  in  mj 

breast,— 
^'  Ah!  little  thinks  thy  father  how  sadly  we*re  distrest! 
*^  For  cruel  as  he  is,  did  he  know  but  how  we  fare, 
'*  He'd  shield  us  in  his  arms  from  this  Vteter  piercing  air* 

'*  Cold,  cold,  my  dearest  jewel!  thy  little  life  is  gone! 
'*  Oh,  let  my  tears  revive  thee!  so  warm  that  trickle  down ; 
*'  My  tears  that  gush  so  warm,  oh !  they  freeze  before 
they  fall. 
Ah!  wretched,  wretched  mother!  tfiou'rt  now  berefk 
of  alL" 
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Then  down  she  sunk,  despairing^  upon  the  drifted  snow. 
And,  wrung  with  killing  anguish,  lamented  loud  her  woe : 
She  kiss'd  her  baby's  paie  tips,  md  laid  it  by  her  side, 
Tlien  cast  her  eyes  to  heaven^  and  bow'd  her  head  and  died. 

Literary  Magazine. 


TRANSLATION 

Vesper  erat;  campis  etnix  %emo«a  Tuebat^ 
Stridebatque,  aquilo,  per  looa  m^Qsta  situ ; 
HaBO,  incerta  vis,  peragrabat  sola  pueila, 
Infantemque  prasmens,  caepit  acerba  qucu'i. 

''  Heu !  pater  ille  ferus,  natae  qui  tecte  negavit, 
^*  £t  fer^  quas  vidittaiiQ,  mater  erat, 
"  Et  fera  vis  venti  est,  quae  sic  mea  pectora  tundit, 
'^  Atj  miki  qui  nufituBios  praeititliX,  iUe  magis. 

''  Paryole  fl^l,  taeeas,  gre^io  renovesque  calorem ; 
'^  Ah !  nescit  genitor,  nos  mala  quanta  premunt ; 
'^  Si  nostros  sciret,  durrus  lioet,  ille  dolprcs 
Vix  byemum  wis^^s  laedei^  pellet  acrem. 
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''  Blandulae  vael  friges,  friges;  calor  ossa  reliquit^ 
'^  Suscitet'ex  occulis  jfervida  gutta  meis! 

Fervida,  gutta  fluit,  sed  congelat  aura  B^uentem ; 

Ah !  nunc  infelix,  orbaque  mater  ego." 
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Jam  nive  congests  misere  prolabitur  exspes 
Infandaaique  gemit^  quod  dolor  intus  agit ; 
Tum  la  ten  natum  ai^ponetis,  atque  oacula  figana 
Suspicit^  ^  flectitf  moite  gravata  caput. 

Frolwumes  Poctiat. 


TO  HOPE. 

Friv!!  D  of  the  wretch  whose  Uosoin  hieeds, 

A  prey  to  aDgui^  and  despair, 
When.tortViag  thought  to  tliought  succeeds. 
When  life  is  scarcely  worth  our  care. 
Oh !  hither  come,  and  smile  on  me, 
llie  helpless  child  of  misery. 

To  me  how  sweet  life's  «arly  dawn. 

And,  oh !  how  sweet  youth's  rosy  hours ; 
I  gaily  sported  on  the  lawn. 
And  rov'd  amid  my  native  bow'rs ; 

But  'manhood  chang'd  the  scene  of  glee^ 
And  brought  me  woe  and  misery. 

E'er,  then,  to  wan  despair  a  prey. 

E'er  sorrow's  bitter  cup  runs  o'er. 
E'er  hateful  wastes  the  parting  day,  ^ 

"  E'er  life  itself  can  charm  no  more,'* 
In  pity  come,  and  smile  on  me. 
The  helpless  child  of  misery. 


But  if  I  court  thine  aid  in  vain. 

If  slow  reluctance  guides  thine  eye, 
Deatli  then  alone  can  ease  my  pain. 
And  hush  to  peace  the  rising  sigh  : 
He  sets  the  pining  captive  free. 
And  gives  the  balm  for  misery* 

literary  Magazme. 


THE  TENDER  WISH. 

From,  her,  alas  !  whose  smile  was  love, 

I  wander  to  some  lonely  cell ; 
My  sighs  too  weak  the  maid  to  move, 

I  bid  the  flatt'rer  hope  farewell ! 

Be  all  her  little  arts  forgot. 

That  fiird  my  bosom  with  alarms ; 

Ah !  let  her  crime— a  little  spot- 
Be  lost  amid  her  blaze  of  charms. 

As  on  I  wander  slow,  my  sighs 
At  ev'ry  step,  for  Cynthia  mourn ; 

Mv  anxious  heart  within  me  dies. 
And  sinking  whispers  '^  O  return.*' 

Deluded  heait !  thy  folly  know. 
Nor  fondly  nnrse  the  fatal  flame ; 

By  absence  thou  shalt  lose  thy  woe. 
And  only  flutter  at  her  name. 

FcUr  Pindar. 
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ELEGY. 

jThe  sailor  sighs  as  sinks  his  native  shore. 
As  all  its  less'ning  turriets  bluely  fade; 

He  climbs  the  mast  to  feast  his  eye  ouce  more. 
And  busy  fancy  fondly  lends  her  aid. 

Ah !  now,  each  dear  domestic  scene  he  knew, 
Aecali'd  and  cherish'd  in  a  foreign  clime  ; 

Charms  with  the  magic  of  a  moon-light  view, 
Jts  colours  mellow'd,  not  impaired  by  time. 

True  as  the  needle,  homeward  points  his  heart. 
Thro*  all  the  horrors  of  the  stormy  main  ; 

This,  the  last  wish  with  which  its  warmth  cou'd  part. 
To  meet  the  smile  of  her  he  loves  again. 

When  mom  first  faintly  draws  her  silver  line. 
Or  eve*s  grey  cloud  descends  to  drink  the  wave ; 

When  sea  and  sky  in«midmght  darkness  join. 
Still,  still  he  views  the  parting  look  she  gave. 

Her  gentle  spirit,  lightly  hov'ring  o  er. 
Attends  his  little  bark  from  pole  to  pole; 

And,  when  the  beating  billows  round  him  roar. 
Whispers  sweet  hope  to  sooth  his  troubled  soul. 
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Carv'd  is  her  name  in  many  a  spicy  grove. 
In  many  a  plantain  forest,  waving  wide> 

Where  dusky  youths  in  painted  plumage  rove. 
And  giant  palms  o'er-arch  the  yellow  tide. 

But  lo,  at  last  he  comes  with  crowded  sail ! 

Lo,  oer  the  cliff  what  eager  figures  bendl 
And  hark  1  what  mingled  munuars  8W«U  the  gale! 

In  each  he  hears  the  welcome  of  a  friend. 

*Tis  she,  'tis  she  herself!  die  waves  her  hand ! 

Soon  is  the  anchor  cast,  the  canvas  fiirVd, 
Soon  thro'  the  Qiilk*white  foam  he  springs  to  land, 

cAnd  clasps  the  maid  he  singled  from  the  world ! 


SONNET. 


Far  on  the  sands,  the  low  retiring  tide. 
In  distant  murmurs  hardly  seems  to  flow. 

And  o'er  the  world  of  waters,*  blue  and  wide. 
The  ^sighing  summer  wind  forgets  to  blow. 

As  sinks  the  -day-star  in  the  rosy  west. 

The  silent  wave,  with  rich  redection  glows, 

Alasl  can  tranquil  nature  give  nie  rest. 
Or  scenes  of  bea-uty  isoolh  me  to  repose. 
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ICan  the  soft  lustre  of  the  sloping  mmn. 

Yon  radiant  heaven^  or  all  creation's  charmi^ 

Erase  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain. 
Which  memory  tortures,  and  which  guilt  alarms ; 

'Or  bid  a  bosom  transient  quiet  prove. 

That  bleeds  with  vain  remorse,  and  unextinguished  love^ 

CJtariiUit  i^mUk. 


SOLICITUDE. 


The  heart  that  throbs  with  latent  woe. 
Reluctant  eyes  the  morning  ray ; 

Nor  when  nocturnal  vespers  glow, . 
Regrets  the  loss  of  parting  day. 

Come,  drowsy  night,  and  shed  the  balm 
That  soft  suspends  each  anxious  care; 

Oblivious  come,  and  quickly  calm 
The  pensive  tumults  of  despair. 

If  *midsrt  Ay  woRcTrous  magte  po^er, 
EiDCursive  fancy  still  should  roam^ 

Restore  the  ilear  domestic  bour^ 
When  inutual  love  invites  me  h«ne» 

Tho'  twenty  yvsis  Ihseir  months  have  told, 
•  Sauce  I  possessid  her  tirghi  obarms, 
I  yet  wou'd  lose  the  warU  t'  enfoM 
The  faithfid  fair  withiajBiy  arma. 
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Bright  as  the  star  of  evening  glows. 

Her  lucid  orbs  appear ; 
UpoQ  her  cheeks  the  blushing  rose. 

Blooms  fresh  throughout  the  )^ear. 

Mild  as  the  breath  of  vernal  gales. 
Her  voice— each  whispering  sigh  y 

More  soft  than  oriental  tales 
The  strains  her  lips  supply* 


Renwick*^ 


ELEGY, 

WRITTEN    ON    THE.  PLAIN    OF    FONTENOY* 

Chill  blows  the  blast,  and  twilight's  dewy  hand 
Draws  in  the  west  her  dusky  veil  away ;. 

A  deeper  shadow  steals  along  the  land^ 
And  nature  muses  at  the  death  of  day  ! 

Near  this  bleak  waste  no  friendly  mansion  rears^ 
Its  walls,  where  mirth,  and  social  joys  abound. 

But  each  sad  object  melts  the  soul  to  tears. 

While  horror  treads  the  scatter'd  bones  around. 

As  thus  alone  and  comfortless  I  roam. 

Wet  with  the  drizzling  show'r ;  I  sigh  sincere, 

I  cast  a  fond  look  tow'rds  my  native  home^ 
And  think  what  valiaat  Britons  perish'd  here. 
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Yes,  the  time  was,  nor  very  far  the  date. 
When  carnage  here  her  crimson  toil  began ; 

When  nations'  standards  wav'd  in  threat'ning  state> 
And  man  the  murd'rer  met  the  mmd'rer  man. 

For  war  h  mnrder,  tho'  the  voice  of  kings 
Has  styl'd  it  justice,  sty  I'd  it  glory  too. 

Yet  from  worst  motives,  fierce  ambition  springs^ 
And  there  fix'd  prejudice  is  all  we  view. 

But  sure,  'tis  heavVs  immutable  decree. 
For  thousands  ev*ry  age  in  fight  to  fall ; 

Some  natural  cause  prevails,  we  cannot  see. 
And  that  is  fate,  which  we  ambition  call. 

0  let  th'  aspiring  warrior  think  with  grie^ 
That  as  produc'd  by  chymic  art  refia'd  ;— 

So  glittVing  conquest  from  the  laurel  leaf 
Extracts  a  general  poison  for  mankind. 

Here  let  him  wander  at  the  midnight  hour. 
These  morbid  rains,  these  gelid  gales  to  meet ; 

And  moum  like  me,  the  ravages  of  powV ! 
And  feel  like  me,  that  victVy  is  defeat ! 

Nor  deem,  ye  vain !  that  e'er  I  mean  to  swell 
My  feeble  verse  with  many  a  sounding  name ; 

Of  such,  the  mercenary  bard  may  tell. 
And  call  such  dreary  desolation  fame. 
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The  genuine  ronse  removes  the  thin  dis^ise> 

That  cheats  the  world,  whene'er  »he  deigns  to  sing  ;. 

And  full  as  meritorious  to>her  eyes 
Seems  the  poor  soldier^  as  the  mighty  king  I 

Alike  I  shun  in  labour'd  strain  to  show. 

How  Britain  more  than  triumph'd,  tho'  she  Qed, 

Where  Louis  stood,  where  march'd  the  coiumu  slow. 
I  turn  from  these  and  dwell  upon  the  dead. 

Yet  much  my  beating  breast  respects  the  brave ; 

Too  well  (  love  them^  not  to  mourn  their  fate ; 
Why  should  they  seek  for  greatness  in  the  grave  ? 

Their  hearts  are  noble,— and  in  life  tliey're  great. 

Nor  think  'tis  but  in  war  the  brave  excel,-^ 

To  valour  ev'ry  virtue  is  allied ! 
Here  faithilil  frieoickhip  ^mid  the  battle  fell. 

And  love,  true  lose,  in  bitter  mguish  died. 

Alas !  the  solemn  slaughter  I  retrace. 

That  checks  lifers  current  circltug  thvo*  my  veins, 
Bath'd  in  moist  sorrow  nuuiy  a  beauteous  face^ 

And  gave  a  giief,  perhaps^  tks^t  AtiU  ceniAifis. 

I  can  BO  more-^aA  agQny  too  keen 
Absorbs  my  seuuses^  and  imy  mind  subdues  ; 

Hard  were  that  hearit  that  here  could  beat  serene. 
Or  the  just  tribute  of  a  pang,  re.fuiie. 
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But  lo !  fhro'  yoiwler  op'nit^g  cloud*  afiir 
Shoots  the  bright  planet's  aanguioary  Tfkj, 

That  bears  thy  name,  fictitious;  lord  of  war! 
And  with  red  lustre  guides  my  lonely  way» 

Then  Fontenoy,  fer?well !  yet  much  I  fear, 
(Wherever  chance  compels  my  course)  to  find 

Discord  and  blood^^the  thriUiog  sonnd$  I  hear, 
"  The  noise  of  battle  hurtles  in  the  wind." 

From  barb'rous  Turkey  to  Britannia's  shore. 
Opposing  interests  into  rage  increase ; 

Destruction  rears  her  sceptre,  tumults  roar. 
Ah!  where  shall  hapless  man  repose  in  peace. 

Delia  Cruscth 


NIGHT. 

Ihe  western  sun  is  sunk  beneath  tiie  main, 
Husli'd  are  the  birds  on  ev'ry  Jeafy  spray; 

The  moon  full  orb'd  begins  her  silent  reign. 
And  man  now  rests  &om  all  the  cares  of  day. 

The  distant  clock  proclaims  the  midnight  hour. 
The  river's  murmur  fills  the  sighing  gale ; 

The  screaming  owl  from  the  dismantled  tow'r. 
Gives  to  the  night  her  long  resounding  wail. 
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The  tortured  breast  now  paints  athwart  the  gloom^    * 
Terrific  forms  that  swim  before  the  mind ; 

The  spectre  hovVing  o'er  the  recent  tomb. 

And  stops,  and  trembles  at  each  breath  of  wind. 

Be  mine  tlie  solemn  scene,  from  folly  free. 

The  peaceful  hour,  which  providence  has  giv'n. 

To  raise  my  wand'ring  thoughts  O  God !  to  thee ! 
To  cabtt  -my  mind,  and  wing  my  soul  to  heav'n. 

C.S. 

THE  ROSE-BUD. 

TO    LAVINIA,   AT    FIFTEEN. 

It  ITHIN  this  cool  embowering  shade. 
This  sweet  retreat  for  lovers  made  ; 
Amidst  the  glittering  pearls  of  mom. 
That  ev'ry  leaf  and  spray  adom ; 
How  sweetly  blooms  this  op'ning  rose ! 
How  fresh  its  purple  lustre  glows ! 
Soft  odours  round  its  beauties  play ; 
How  fragrant  in  the  cool  of  day ! 

Oh !  blest  with  youth  and  formed  for  love, 

Lavinia  regent  of  the  giove ! 

Of  sense  refin'd  and  simple  taste. 

With  rural  innocency  grac'd ; 

That  unaffected  state  of  mind. 

Which  few  from  books,  or  breeding  find ; 
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Alike  from  awkard  silence  free^ 
And  loud  insipid  gaiety ; 
Whose  conduct  all  must  so  approve^ 
That  all  must  envy,  or  must  love : 
O !  sweeter  than  the  dawning  rose. 
Whose  cheeks  a  livelier  blush  disclose ! 
When  soon,  drawn  forth  to  open  day. 
You  shine' amidst  the  young  and  gay. 
Where  flatt'ry  throws  her  gilded  dart. 
Vice  skulks  beneath  each  modish  art. 
May  no  mistaken  excellence 
To  folly  sooth  your  vigorous  sense : 
No  courtly  airs,  with  honour's  face. 
Refine  to  guilt  each  virgin  grace : 
No  taste  from  Italy  or  France, 
Corrupt  your  native  elegMice ! 
May  you,  secure  from  the  extremes 
Of  scandal's  blasts,  or  flatt'ry's  be,ams. 
Reserve,  for  gen'rous  Strephon's  arms. 
Your  beauty's  bloom,  and  virgin  charms! 

Euphros^e* 


AN  ESTIMATE  OF  LIFE. 

In  bloom  of  youth,  with  spirits  gay. 
Thro'  life's  brisk  trade  I  made  my  way  ; 
School's  'prenticeship  with  labour  pass'dj 
Methought  I  could  not  live  too  fast ; 

Q  2 


84 

Wholesak  Iftid  in  my  stock  ef  joys. 
All  bought  by  weight  avoir-<lu-pots  t 
And  still  my  happiaess  I  fouad 
Full  sixteen  ounces  to  the  pound* 

But  hge  comes  on  with  gouty  pains; 
Life's  trade  grows  diill»  and  small  my  gains ; 
Now  fate  retails  my  scanty  pleasure^ 
By  d*mn*d  apothecary*!  measure : 
By  drams  and  scruples  now  I  live> 
No  longer  taste  what  life  can  give : 
My  bliss  weighs  lights  sad  cares  prevail ; 
And  codstdnt  mis'ry  turns  the  scale. 


THE  FAIR  MORALIST. 

^s  late  beneath  yon  spreading  shade 
Of  willows^  quivering  o'er  the  brook^ 

I  sat  with  Lucia^^  lovely  maid ! 
With  pensive  air  and  downcast  look. 

She  view'd  the  flower  which^  in  her  walk^ 
She  gather'd  from  th'enamelFd  mead^ 
That  now  oppress'd  its  bending  stalky 

And,  withering;^  droop'd  its  languid  head. 
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**  Ah  me !  **  she  ciy'd,  *'  how  soon  is  past 
Our  happy,  thou|;bt1es8,  youthftil  hoqr  I 

Our  purest  pleasures  will  not  last^ 
But  fade  like  this  autumnal  flowV. 

*  Where  now  are  all  the  blooming  joys. 

That  gilded  those  auspicious  days  ? 
Whei^  all  the  flattering,  splendid  toys. 
Which  then  so  high  our  hopes  con*d  raise  i 

*  All,  all  are  flown ;  and  gloomy  care 

Now  spreads  o'er  life  her  dusky  wings ; 
Each  day  is  clouded  with  despair. 
Each  hour  fresh  cause  of  sorrow  brings  !  * 

True,  my  fair  preacher,  I  exclaim*d. 
Our  youthful  hopes  were  rais'd  too  high : 

At  more  exalted  bliss  we  aim'd. 
Than  e'er  was  found  beneath  the  sky* 

Yet  whilst  my  Lueia  ooostant  proves> 
Thus  copdescends  to  sooth  my  care ; 

Whilst  9he  her  swaiii  thus  fondly  loves, 
We*ll  bid  defi£|.noe  to  despair. 

I  said,  and  to  my  lips  I  pressed 
Her  willing  hand ;  my  head,  radin'd, 

I  le^n'd  upon  her  soothing  breast. 
And  gava  my  sorrows  to  the  wind. 
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ANSWER  TO  THE  TRIPLE  PLEA, 

A  common  satirical  Print 
ON    THE    LAWYERS,    PHYSICIANS,   AND    DIVINES- 

(>ouLD  all  men  live  on  herbs  and  roots. 

And  naked,  range  the  woods  like  brutes ; 

Were  all  men  savages  or  sages. 

They'd  save  their  clothes  and  servant's  wages. 

Then  tailors,  cobblers,  brewers,  bakers. 

And  barbers,  builders,  undertakers. 

Parsons,  doctors,  lawyers,  kings. 

And  all  our  trades,  were  useless  thinga. 

But,  since  the  contrary  is  true. 

And  most  men  live  like  me  and  you ; 

Of  all  mankind  since  the  condition. 

Quite  contradicts  our  supposition ; 

Thy  argument,  like  gun  o'er  loaded. 

Recoils,  and  proves  what  thou'st  exploded. 

And  you  who  now,  in  smart  expressions. 

Thus  ridicule  the  three  professions. 

Must  fee  the  doctor,  pay  the  parson ;  . 

Nay,  help,  perhaps,  the  lawyer's  farce  on ; 

Or  lose  your  right,  be  sick  and  die 

Unpitied,  and  unburied  lie ; 

Free  from  the  dreaded  inquisition. 

Of  lawyer,  parson,  and  physician* 

Euphrosyne. 
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MAY. 


SoRN  in  yon  blaze  of  orient  sky. 
Sweet  May !  thy  radiant  form  unfold ; 

Unclose  thy  blue  voluptuous  eye. 
And  wave  thy  shadowy  locks  of  gold. 

For  thee  the  fragrant  zephyrs  blow. 
For  thee  descends  the  sunny  shower; 

The  rills  in  softer  murmurs  flow. 
And  brighter  blossoms  gem  the  bowV« 

Light  graces  dressed  in  flow'ry  wreathsi. 
And  tiptoe  joys  their  bands  combine; 

And  love  his  sweet  contagion  breathes. 
And  laughing  dances  round  thy  shrine* 

Warm  with  new  life,  the  glitt  nng  throngs. 
On  quiv'ring  fin  and  rustling  wing. 

Delighted  join  their  votive  songs. 

And  bail  thee,. goddess  of  the  spring. 

Lffoti  of  the  Planti. 
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SONNET  TO  EVENING. 


JSvening,  as  slow  thy  pliicid  shades  descend^ 
Veiling  with  gentlest  hush  the  landscape  stilly 
The  lonely  battlement^  and  farthest  hill^ 

And  wood ;  I  think  of  those  that  have  no  friend ! 
Who  now,  perhaps,  by  melancholy  led. 

From  the  broad  blaze  of  day,  whei'e  pleasure  flaunts. 

Retiring,  wander  *mid  thy  lonely  haunts 

Unseen  ;  and  mark  the  tints  that  o'^r  thy  bed 

Hang  lo^ly,  oft  to  muring  ftnicy's  eye 

Presenting  fairy  vales,  where  the  tir'd  mind 
Might  rest,  beyond  the  morniurs  of  mankind. 

Nor  hear  the  hourly  moans  of  misery. 
Ah,  beauteous  views !  that  hope's  fair  gleams  the  while 
Shou*d  smile  like  you  and  perish  as  they  smile^ 

Montkfy  Reviao» 


» I  I  ■»  I « I 


THE  CHAPLET. 

While  bees  sip  nectar  from  the  rose, 
^ttd  zejAiyrs  court  my  swain's  repose. 

Beneath  the  woodbine  shade ; 
ril  twine  a  chaplet  for  his  brows. 
Of  ev'ry  lovely  flow'r  that  grows. 

By  nature  fragrant  made. 
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The  myrtle  s  never  fading  green. 
With  laurel  wove  each  branch  between. 

My  lasting  truth  shall  prove: 
While  jessamine's  virgin  whiteness  shows. 
How  pure  the  source  from  whence  it  iiows^ 

And  paints  my  spotlsss  love. 

Sleep  on,  lov'd  youth,  while  I  prepare 
This  wreath^  to  bind  thy  flowing  hair 

In  nature*s  lovely  band  : 
So  may  our  hearts  united  be, 
If  so  much  bliss  is  meant  for  me. 

When  I  receive  thy  hand. 

EHza  Reeveim 


LOVE  AT  FIRST  SIGHT, 

Oh  !  I  am  caught  in  Cupid's  snare. 
Such  channs  might  any  heart  surprise; 

The  playful  step,  the  artless  air. 
The  lustpe  of  her  thrilling  eyes. 

The  curling  locks  of  chesnnt  br<«v«. 
That  wave  npon  a  neck  of  snow ; 

Tlie  brow  unruffled  with  a  frown. 
The  cheek,  where  living  rosen  blow. 
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The  silken  firinge  that  veils  the  eye. 
The  dimpled  chin,  love's  dear  abode; 

The  swelling  lips  of  coral  dye. 

Those  lips,  whence  notes  soul-rending  flowed. 

Still  I  beheld,  as  in  a  bower. 

The  charming  maid  sequester'd  stood ; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  many  a  flow  r. 

The  produce  of  hex  native  wood. 

She  thought  no  fond  intruder  near. 

And  tenderly  of  love  she  sung ; 
Sweet  philomel,  those  strains  to  hear. 

Par  from  her  nest  in  rapture  hung. 

*'  Collin,"  she  said,  *'  has  chang'd  his  love. 

And  yet  upon  my  Collin's  brow. 
The  wreath  of  flow'rs  I  careful  wove. 

Glows  in  unfaded  beauty  now. 

^'  Young  Emma's  hand  he  oft  has  pressed. 
Extolled  her  form,  and  wond'ring  gaz'd ; 

Nor  was  I  ere  till  then  distress'd. 
To  hear  the  beauteous  Emma  prais'd. 

*  Yet  Collin  was  my  earliest  choice. 
And  I  to  death  will  true  remain."— 

She  spoke— I  blest  her  tuneful  voice, 
I  cmsM  the  young  inconstant  swain* 


i 
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She  left  the  bower  to  seek  a  lamb. 
That  near  in  frisking  gambols  play'd ; 

Her  Collin  took  it  from  the  dam. 
And  gave  it  -to  his  plighted  maid. 

Then  she  beheld  a  stranger  near. 
Her  cheek  assum*d  a  deeper  red ; 

In  her  soft  eye  I  mark'd  a  tear. 
As  sudden  from  my  sight  she  fled« 

Thus  glanc'd  away  th'  dear  unknown. 

Nor  durst  I  stop  the  timid  fair ; 
Love,  Fm  the  vassal  of  thy  throne. 

By  turns  I  hope,  by  turns  despair. 

Literary  Magazine^ 


IMITATION  OF  HORACE, 

LIB    I.  ODE  19* 

1 H  E  cruel  queen  of  fierce  desires. 
While  youth  and  wine  assistants  prove^ 

Renews  my  long  neglected  fires. 
And  melts  again  my  mind  to  love. 

On  blooming  Glycera  I  gaze. 
By  too  resistless  force  opprest ! 

With  fond  delight  my  eye  surveys 
The  spotless  whiteness  of  her  breast. 
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In  vain  I  strive  to  break  mj  chain ; 

In  vain  I  heave  with  anxious  sight : 
Her  pleasing  coyness  feeds  my  pun^ 

And  keeps  the  conquest  of  her  eyes. 

Impetuous  tides  of  joy  and  pain^ 
By  turns  my  labVing  bosom  tear ; 

The  queen  of  love^  with  all  her  train 
Of  hopes  and  fears^  inhabits  there. 

No  more  the  wand'rtng  Scythian  s  mighty 
From  softer  themes  my  lyre  shall  move ; 

No  more  the  Parthtao's  wily  flight: 
My  lyre. shall  ong  of. nought  but  love* 

Haste^  grassy  altars  let  us  rear ; 

Haste^  wreaths  of  fragrant  myrtle  twine ; 
With  Arab  sweets  perfume  the  air^ 

And  crown  the  whole  with  gen'rous  wine. 

While  we  the  sacred  rites  prepare. 
The  cruel  queen  of  fierce  desires 

Will  wound,  propitious  to  my  prayer, 
Th*  obdurate  ai»id  with  equal  fires. 

Rev.  J,  Weiky. 


^ 
/' 
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VERSES, 


How  happy  is  he,  bora  or  taught^ 
That  serveth  not  another's  will ! 

Whose  armour  is  his  honest  thought^ 
And  simple  truth  his  utmost  skill : 

Whose  pas^ons  not  his  master*s  are ; 

Whose  soul  is  still  prepared  for  death ; 
Unty*d  unto  the  world  with  care 

Of  public  fame  or  private  breath: 

Who  envies  none  that  chance  doth  raise^ 
Nor  vice :  who  never  understood 

How  deepest  wounds  are  giv'n  by  praise. 
Nor  rules  of  state,  bat  rules  of  good» 

Who  hath  his  life  from  rumours  freed ; 

Whose  conscience  is  his  strong  retreat; 
Whose  state  can  neither  flatt*rers  feed. 

Nor  ruin  make  oppresaor  s  great : 

Who  God  doth  late  a&d  early  pray. 
More  of  his  grace  than  gifts  to  lend  f  . 

And  entertains  the  harmless  day 
With  a  religious  book  or  friend. 
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This  man  is  freed  from  servile  bands 

Of  hope  to  rise  or  fear  to  iall ; 
Lord  of  himself/  tho'  not  of  lands; 

And  having  nothings  yet  hath  all. 

Sir  Ue/irjf  fVott&n^ 


EPISTLE, 

FROM    MR.    COTTON    TO    MR.    J.    WALTON.  i 


▼V  HiLST  in  this  cold  and  blust'ring  clime. 
Where  bleak  winds  howl  and  tempests  roarj 

We  pass  away  the  roughest  time. 
Has  been  of  many  years  before : 

Whilst  from  the  most  tempestuous  nooks> 
The  chillest  blasts  our  peace  invade. 

And  by  great  rains  our  smallest  brooks 
Are  almost  navigable  made : 

Whilst  all  the  ills  are  so  improved 
Of  this  dead  quarter  of  the  year. 

That  ev'n  you,  so  much  belov'd. 

We  would  not  now  wish,  with  us  here.. 

In  this  estate,  I  say,  it  is 

Some  comfort  to  us  to  suppose. 
That  in  a  better  clime  than  this 

You,  our  dear  friend,  have  more  repose. 
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And  some  delight  to  me  the  while, 
Tho'  nature  now  does  weep  in  rain. 

To  think  that  I  have  seen  her  smile. 
And  haply  may  I  do  again. 

If  the  all-ruling  power  please. 

We  live  to  see  another  May, 
We'll  recompence  an  age  of  these 

Foul  days,  in  one  fine  fishing  day. 

We  then  shall  have  a  day  or  two. 
Perhaps  a  week,  wherein  to  try 

What  the  best  master's  hand  can  do. 
With  the  most  deadly  killing  Hie : 

A  day>  with  not  too  bright  a  beam, 
A  warm,  but  not  a  scorching  sun, 

A  southern  gale  to  curl  the  stream. 
And,  master,  half  our  work  is  done. 

There,  whilst  behind  some  bush  we  wait. 

The  scaly  people  to  betray. 
We'll  prove  it  just,  with  treach'rous  bait. 

To  make  the  quick-ey*d  trout  our  prey. 

And  think  ourselves  in  such  an  hour. 
Happier  than  those,  tho'  not  so  high. 

Who,  like  leviathans,  devour 
Of  meaner  men  the  smaller  fry. 
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This^  my  best  friend^  at  my  poor  home. 
Shall  be  our  pastime  and  our  theme ; 

But  then  shou'd  you  not  deign  to  comej 
You  make  all  this  a  ilatt  nng  dream. 

•  Complete  Anglerm 


SONG. 


JLiKE  hermit  poor,  in  pensive  place  obscure^ 
I  mean  to  spend  my  days  of  endless  doubt ; 

To  wait  such  woes  as  time  cannot  recure. 
Where  none  but  love  shall  ever  find  me  out : 

And  at  my  gates  despair  shall  linger  still. 

To  let  in  deatb>  when  love  an  I  fortune  will* 

A  gown  of  grey  my  body  shall  attire. 

My  staiF,  of  broken  hope^  whereon  I'll  staj. 

Of  late  repentance  link'd  with  long  desire. 
The  couch  is  fr^uid  whereon  my  limbs  1*11  lay : 
And  at  my  gatcs>  &c« 

My  food  shall  be  of  care  and  sorrow  made. 

My  drink  nought  else  but  tears  falFu  from  mine  eyes> 
And  for  my  light  in  this  obscure  shade. 
The  flames  may  serve  which  from  my  heart  arise. 
And  at  my  gates,  &c. 

aid. 
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SONG. 


AIt  mind  to  me  a  kingdom  U, 
Such  perfeet  joj'  tlusvein  I  find^ 

As  fac  exceb  alleardily  h&m 
That  God  or  nalnre  bath  aaei^ 

Tlio'  much  I  want  that  most  wou'd  have. 

Yet  still  my  mind  forbids  to  erarc. 

Content  I  Iive>  t]\is  is  ny  8tay> 
I  seek  no  more  than  may  soliic«9 

I  press  to  bear  no  haughty  sway ; 
Look  what  I  lack  my  mind  sufif  lies. 

Lo !  thus  I  triumph  like  a  king^ 

Content  with  that  my  mind  doth  biing^ 

I  see  how  plenty  snrfeiti  oft^ 
And  hasty  dimba»  soon^  faQ  ; 

I  see  that  such  as  ait  aloft. 
Mishap  doth  threaten  most  of  dH: 

These  get  with  toil^  and  keep  with  fear ; 

Such  cares  my  mind  could  nevor  beaiw 

No  princely  pomp^  or  wealthy  store. 

No  force  to  win  a  victory,, 
No  wily  wit  to  salve  a  sore. 

No  shape  ta  win  a  lover's  eye : 

H 
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To  none  of  these  I  yield  as  thrall ; 
For  why  i  my  mind  despiseth  all. 

Some  have  too  much^  yet  still  they  crave, 
I  Uttle  have,  yet  seek  no  more : 

They  are  btit  poor,  though  much  they  have ; 
And  I  .am  rich  with  little  store : 

They  poor,  I  rich;  they  beg,  I  give ;. 

They  lack,  I  lend ;  they  pine,  I  Uve. 

I  laughnot  at  another's  loss; 

I  grudge  not  at  another's  gain  : 
No  worldly  wave  my  mind  can  toss ; 

I  broiok  what  is  another's  bane : 
I  fear  no  foe,  nor  fawn  on  friend ; 
I  lodth  not  life,,  nor  dread  mine  end. 

My  wealth  is  health,  and  perfect  ease  ; 

My  conscience  clear,  my  chief  defence : 
I  never  seek  by  bribes  to  please. 

Nor  by  desert  to  give  offence : 
Thus  do  I  live,  thus  will  I  die  i. 
Would  all  did  so  as  well  as  I ! 

I  joy  Dot  in  no  earthly  bliss ; 

I  weigh  not  Croesus's  wealth  a  straw : 
For  care,  I  care  riot  what  it  is ; 

I  fear  not  fortune's  fatal  law : 
My  mind  is  such  as  may  not  move 
For  beauty  bright  or  force  of  love» 
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I  widi  but  what  I  have  at  will ; 

I  wander  not  to  seek  for  more; 
I  like  the  plain^  I  climb  no  hill ; 

In  greatest  storms  I  sit  on  shore^ 
And  laugh  at  them  that  toil  in  vain 
To  get  what  must  be  lost  again. 

I  kiss  not  where  I  wish  to  kill ; 

I  feign  not  love  where  most  I  hate ; 
I  break  no  sleep  to  win  my  will ; 

I  wait  not  at  the  mighty's  gate ; 
I  scorn  no  poor,  I  fear  no  rich ; 
I  feel  no  want,  nor  have  too  much* 

The  court,  ne  cart,  I  like  ne  loath. 
Extremes  are  counted  worst  of  all ; 

The  golden  mean  betwixt  them  both 
Doth  surest  fit,  and  fears  no  fall. 

Tliis  is  my  choice :  for  why  ?  I  find 

No  wealth  is  like  a  quiet  mind. 

Calliope^  a  Collection  of  Songs. 


CONTENT. 


Heav'n,  what  an  age  is  this!  what  race 
Of  giants  is  sprung  up  that  dare 

Thus  fly  in  the  Almighty's  face. 
And  with  his  providence  make  war! 

H  2 
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I  can  go  no  whore  but  I  meet 
With  malecontents  and  mutineers^ 

As  if  in  life  was  nothing  sweet. 
And  w<e  must  blessings  reap  in  tears. 

O  senseless  man !  that  murmurs  still 
For  happiness,  and  does  not  know. 

Even  though  he  might  enjoy  Us  will, 
Wliat  he  would  have  to  niiake  him  so. 

Is  it  true  happiness  to  be 
By  undisqerning  fortune  plac'd. 

In  the  most  eminent  degree. 

Where  few  arrive,  and  none  stand  fast  ? 

Titles  and  wealth  are  fortune's  toils, 
Whi^rewith  the  vain  themselves  ensnare ; 

The  great  are  proud  of  borrowed  spoils ; 
The  miser's  plenty  breeds  his  care» 

The,  one.  supinely  yawns  to  rest. 

The  other  eternally  doth  toil; 
Each  of  them  equally  a  beast, 

A  pamper'd  horse  or  laboring  moiL 

Tlbe  titled  knave  is  oft  disgraced 
By  public  hate,  or  private  scorn.; 

And  he  whose  hand  the  creature  rais'd. 
Has  yet  a  foot  to  ki(;k  him  dowik 
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The  dnidg^^  who  woald  bH  get,  iftll'itf^. 
Like  ^  brute  beast  both  feeds  imd  lies; 

Prone  to  the  earth  he  digs  his  grsrCj 
And  iu  the  very  labour  dies. 

Excess  of  ill  got,  ill  kept  pdf. 
Does  only  death  and  danger  breed ; 

While  one  rich  worldling  starves  himself. 
With  what  would  thoasand  others  feed. 

By  which  we  see  that  wealth  dud  power, 
Altho'  they  make  men  rich  and  great. 

The  sweets  of  life  do  often  sour. 
And  gull  aaibition  wilii  a  ^heat. 

Nor  IS  he  happier  than  these. 
Who  in  a  moderate  estate. 
Where  he  might  safely  live  at  ease. 
Has  lusts  that  are  iliofdinate. 

For  he  by  those  desires  misled. 
Quits  his  own  vine's  seeftritig  shade, 

T'  expose  his  naked  empty  head. 
To  all  the  storms  man's  peace  invaide. 

Nor  is  he  happy  who  is  trim, 
Trick'd  up  in  favours  of  the  feir ; 

Mirrors,  with  ev'ry  breath  made  dim. 
Birds  caught  in  ev*ry  wlanton  anare. 
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WoQiaiii  man's  greatest  woe*  or  bliss. 
Does  ofter  far  than  serve  easlsvve> 

And  with  the  magic  of  a  kiss^ 

Destroys  whom  she  was  made  to  save. 

O  fniitfiil  grief!  the  world's  disease. 
And  vainer  man  to  make  it  so. 

Who  gives  his  miseries  increase. 
By  cultivating  his  own  woe. 

There  are  no  ills  but  what  we  makie. 
By  giving  shapes  and  names  to  tilings. 

Which  is  the  dangerous  mistake 
That  causes  all  our  sufferings* 

We  call  that  sickness  which  is  health, 
Tliat  persecution  which  is  grace, 

Tliat  poverty  which  is  true  wealth. 
And  that  dishonour  which  is  praise. 

Providence  watches  over  all. 
And  that  with  an  impartial  eye ; . 

And  if  to  misery  we  fall, 

'  Tis  through  our  own  infirmity. 

'Tis  want  of  foresight  makes  the  bold 
Ambitions  youth  to  danger  climb ; 

And  want  of  virtue  when  the  old 
At  persecution  do  repine. 
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Alas !  OUT  time  is  here  m>  shorty 
That  in  what  state  soe'er  'tis  spentf^ 

Of  joy  or  woe  does  not  impart. 
Provided  it  be  imiocent. 

But  we  may  make  it  pleasant  too. 
If  we  will  take  our  measures  right. 

And  not  what  heav'n  has  done  undo. 
By  an  unruly  appetite. 

'Tis  true  content,  and  that  alone, 
Caa  make  us  happy  here  below ; 

And  when  this  little  life  is  done. 
Will  Jift  us  up  to  heav'n  too. 

A  very  little  satisfies 

An  honest  and  a  grateful  heart; 
And  who  would  more  thaa  will  suffice. 

Does  covet  more  than  is  his  part« . 

That  man  is  happy  in  his  shares 

Who  is  warm  clad,  and  cleanly  fed ; 

Whose  necessaries  bound  his  care^   .  . 
And  honest  labour  makes  his  bed.  . . 

Who  free  from  debt,  and  clear  from  crimes. 
Honours  those  laws  that  others  fear ; 

Who  ill  of  princes  in  worst  times,    / 
Will  neither  speak  himsdf  nor  he^r* 
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Who  from  ^bmfmofkii  ndresp 
To  be  more  ttseful  to  it  uSM ; 

And  to  no  greater  good  aspires^ 
But  only  the  esdienrioir  ill. 


Who  with  his  angle  and  \m  hooks 
Can  think  the  longest  day  well  spent ; 

And  praises  God  when  back  he  looks> 
And  finds  that  all  wi^  innocent. 

This  man  is  happier  far  ^a  he^ 
Whom  public  business  oft  betrays 

Thro*  labyrinths  of  policy 
To  crooked  and  forbidden  ways« 

The  world  is  full  of  beaten  roads. 

But  yet  jp  slippery  withal^ 
That  where  one  walks  secure^  'tis  odds 

A  hundred  and  a  hundred  fall. 

Untrodden  patfas  are  then  the  best. 
When  the  frequented  are  unsure ; 

And  he  comes  soonest  to  his  rest. 
Whose  journey  has  been  most  secure. 

It  is  content  alone  that  makes 
Our  pilgrimage  a  pleasure  here ; 

And  who  buys  sorrow  cheapest,  takes 
An  ill  commodity  too  dear. 
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Bnt  lie  kafi  fontttoe^s  worst  withrtood. 
And  hi^piness  can  sever  mist ; 

Can  cairet  noQght  bvt  where  he  stood. 
And  thinks  him  hap{>y  where  he  is. 

Complete  Angler. 


TO  MARY. 

M!  AKY !  dear  maid !  for  whom  I  sigh. 
For  whom  my  breast  will  ever  burn^ 

Look  on  thy  lover  with  an  eye, 
To  bid  him  liope  a  soft  retam. 

That  tender  look,  that  ilowing  hair. 
That  cheek  that  shames  the  vernal  rose. 

First  caught  me  in  love's  silken  snare. 
And  robb'd  my  heart  of  its  repose. 

When  calm  indifFerencewas  mine. 
The  *wift  hour  fled  serenely  by ; 

But  now,  alas  1  that  form  divine 
Has  banish'd  all  tranquilKty. 

Oh  come  tiien,  Maiy !  gentlest  maid ! 

On  me  one  angd  smile  bestow  ; 
The  precious  gift  shall  be  repaid 

With  all  that  love  and  truth  can  show. 
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My  lips  shall  hourly  speak  thy  praise, 

,  My  thoughts  shall  e  er  be  tum'd  to  thee ; 
Thy  face  shall  still  inspire  my  lays. 
Thy  soul  i^ali  be  ador*d  by  me. 

The  World. 


FROM  M.  VOLTAIRE. 

Jjffis  to  love's  joys  would  you  invite? 

Then  show  me  love's  forgotlen  way. 
Then  join  to  the  cold  gloom  of  night 

The  sprightly  morning's  gladd'ning  ray. 

From  the  gay  raptures  of  that  scene. 
Where  festive  love  prolongs  the  day. 

From  Bacchus  and  the  cyprian  queen, 
Alas !  time  beckons  me  away. 

Since  old,  then  let  him  make  me  sage. 
And  teach  me  well  mvself  to  know ; 

Who  joins  the  wings  of  love  to  age, 
Adds  wretchedness  to  age's  woe. 

Let  me  quit  youth's  voluptuous  plan. 
And  reason's  dictates  once  believe ; 

Two  moments  make  the  age  of  man,— 
One  then  to  wisdom  let  me  give. 
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Yet  art  thou  then  for  ever  fled. 

Thou  dear  delusion's  real  joy ! 
And  flatt'rii^g  hope  by  fancy  fed, 

Free  from  the  truths  tliat  peace  destroy. 

That  twice  we  die. too  well  I  know. 
To  cease  to  love,  and  cease  to  please ; 

This,  this  is  death  in  all  its  woe-— 
To  cease  to  live  is  peace  and  ease. 

'Twas  thus  in  sad  reflection  lost, 
I  linger'd  still  on  pleasure's  ground  ; 

Still  loath  to  quit  the  flow'ry  coast, 
Tho*  there,  for  me,  no  flow'r  was  found. 

When  lo!  with  decent  lovely  mien. 

Soft  friendship  caught  my  wand'ring  sight; 

She  seem'd  to  vie  with  beauty's  queen. 
And  shone  more  placid,  tho'  less  bright. 

Enamoured  with  her  modest  grace. 

The  beams  of  comfqrt  o'er  me  shone  ; 
I  follow 'd  her  with  willing  pace. 


But  sigh'd  to  follow  her  alone. 


The  World. 
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SONG, 

WMTTEH   ON   THE   HANKS    6f   A   ItlYCR. 

Gtentle  stream^  on  thy  banks  let  ttie  pensivety  rove^ 
Thy  shade  and  thy  murmurs  are  welcome  to  me ; 

Thy  sound  on  the  still  ear  of  ev'ning  I  love. 
And  mem'iyV  deep  sorrows  are  deepen'd  by  thee. 

But  why,  gentle  stream,  flows  this  murmur  of  grief? 

Why  responsive  to  mine  seems  thy  deep  sweBing  tone  ? 
Thou  mourn'st  not  like  me  for  a  pang  past  relief^ 

Thou  moum'st  not,  like  me,  for  the  days  that  are  gone. 

Still  useful  thy  waves  as  they  flow  unconfin'd. 

See  the  season's  rich  produce  deriv'd  from  their  course ; 

While  the  stream  of  my  time  leaves  no  produce  behind. 
But  the  sigh  of  regret,  and  the  pang  of  remorse. 

Then  mine,  silly  stream,  shouM  these  deep  murmurs  be. 
While  thy  glassy  wave  shou'd  exulting  flow  on  ; 

At  time  unimprov'd  thou  repin'st  not  like  me. 
Nor  vainly  regrettest  the  days  that  are  gone. 

Oh !  were  thy  clear  stream  of  the  power  possessed. 

By  poets  bestow'd  on  the  Lethe  of  old. 
My  lips  shou'd,  rejoicing,  regain  my  lost  rest. 

And  the  warm  touch  of  mem'ry  ever  lie  cold. 
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Then  I  to  the  ftiture  should  hasten  unmov'd^ 
As  past  useless  boxers  wott'd  no  longer  be  known, 

ForgQttea  each  foUy  my  thoughtless  youth  lov'd^ 
No  more  I  shou'd  .weejf  o'eir  the  days  diat  are  gone. 

But  vain  is  th^  thoughUi-a»  die  shadow  the  fonn^ 
So  surely  must  mem'ry  past  actions  attend  ; 

Ah^  me !  her  fell  influence  wakea  terror's  fierce  stoim^ 
But  see^  to  allay  it>  repentance  descend  ! 

To  cheer  me,  her  daughter^  Amendment^  she  leads. 
Together  they  breathe  the  encouraging  tone ; 

But  the  breast  of  repeatance  still  tenderly  bleeds^ 
And  heaves  a  deep  sigh  for  the  days  that  are  gone. 

And  as  faithful  refketion  at  midnight^  still  hoiiv^ 
To  the  grave  of  a  friend  loves  to  hasten  unseen^ 

Whilst  the  thought,  that  no  tears  can  lost  blessings  restore. 
Makes  the  pang  of  remembrance  more  painfully  keen. 

So  I^  tbo'  Amendsaent  with  soul-soothing  aid^ 
May  hove  banished  the  pangs.  whkhloBg  I  have  known. 

Will  haste^  gentle  stream,  toothy  banks  an4  thy  shade, 
A  requiem  to  breathe  to  the  days  that  ave  gone. 

Tke  World. 
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SECLUSION, 

ADAPTED   TO    THE  TENDEB    ADAGIO    OF   THE 
MBMOBABLE    D.   B12ZIO. 

f 

O  FAB  from  fortune's  tinsel  state^ 
And  all  the  Joys  on  wealth  thtit  wait. 

Ye  guardian  powers  \  my  lot  assign  \ 
But  give  me^  in  some  humbler  shade. 
To  clasp  some  fond  consenting  maid. 

And  call  domestic  pleasures  mine. 

'  Twas  thus,  to  beav'n's  paternal  care, 
I  breath'd  my  unambitious  pray  V, 

And  prostrate,  sought  a  doom  benign, 
I  sought— and  lo !  th'  assenting  skies, 
Bade  thee,  my  Julia,  instant  rise 

And  make  domestic  pleasures  min«. 

And  now  your  insect  wings,  ye  gay ! 
Ye  flutterers  thro'  life's  little  day, 

Kvpand-^and  boast  your  gaudy  shine : 
*Tis  all  in  vain— I  ask  no  more— • 
In  her  I  view  an  ample  store 

Of  dear  dometic  pleasures  mine. 


Ill 

LINES  WRITTEN  AT  SEA, 

ON     LOOKING     AT     THE      COMPASS^^ 

Addressed  to  a  Lady. 

In  all  the  wanderings  of  my  soul. 
The  gods  have  known  me  true. 

For  like  the  needle  to  the  pole, 
I  always  turn  to  you« 

If  chill  misfortune  should  assail^ 
And  cloud  the  joys  in  view. 

Still,  spite  of  ev'ry  boisterous  gale, 
I  always  turn  to  you. 

And  tho*  gay  pleasure's  rosy  train 

Unfold  each  magic  hue. 
O'er  ev'ry  scene  those  beauties  reign> 

I  always  turn  to  you. 

In  vain  anotlier  wou'd  inspire. 
Or  make  my  heart  untrue  ; 

I  feel,  alas }  but  one  desire. 
And  always  turn  to  you. 

The  melting  accents,  when  I  hear 

Of  love  that's  pictured  true, 
A  fond  remembrance  charms  my  car, 
(  And  always  turns  to  you. 


in 

Through  all  the  changes  of  my  life. 

Since  faith  and  love  agree. 
In  mutiuU  comfort,  mutual  strife— 

Ol^!  may'st  thou  turn  to  me. 

.     Tkc  IFoHd. 

A  RECIPE 

TO   MAK&  A   MODBKN   CRITIC. 

JL  wo  drams  of  stale  sense,  and  a  scruple  of  wit, 

A  lump  of  old  learning,  of  taste  a  small  bit; 

A  line  or  two  of  Aristotle's  rules. 

And  a  satchel  of  nonsense  gleaa*d  up  from  the  schools ; 

Of  Lethe's  thick  stream  a  full  gallon  wellshook^   . 

Of  sarcasms  two  hundred  from  any  old  book ; 

Ten  or  twelve  lines  of  good  classical  prate. 

With  the  name  of  old  Horace  to  add  to  their  weight ; 

A  few  latin  maxims,  two  mottos  ftoia  Greece^ 

A  sprig  from  Quintilian,  of  logic  a  piece ; 

The  law  of  a  surgeon^  and  physics  strong  purge. 

And  all  that  mechanical  powers  can  urge ; 

Twelve  french  repartees,  and  threQ  lines  from  Boileau, 

Politeness  and  modern  refinement  to  show ; 

Of  candour  a  grain,  and  of  scandal  a  t0D, 

Of  knowledge  two  ounces,  of  merit  not  one ; 

Cantharides  plenty  to  blister  the  page. 

But  admit  not  a  scruple  of  tinctuxs  of  sage ; 

A  handful  of  rue,  and  of  onions  a  load. 

The  brain  of  a  calf,  and  the  boeast  of  a  toad ; 
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The  eye  of  a  mole>  «iid  the  nail  oi  a  cat. 

The  tooth  of  a  mouse,  and  the  wing  of  a  bat ; 

The  purse  of  old  poverty,  hunger's  lank  jaw^ 

The  gander's  long  wind  pipe,  the  monkey's  cmnp  paw : 

Take. this  dose,  my  good  author,  you  quit^kly  will  doj 

For  critieal,  monthly,  or  any  review. 

Monthij/  RevitOm 

TRANSLATION  OF  A  FRENCH  POEM 

OF   M.  BERNABD. 

jDblia's  smile  is  wealth  to  me. 
Wealth  and  rank  and  ancestry ; 
She  the  noblest  lineage  provesj^ 
Sister  of  a  thousand  loves ! 

Eyes  that  languish,  heart  that  glows. 
All  the  science  Delia  knows  ! 
Charms  like  these  could  learning  give  i 
.  Love  with  wit  can  never  live. 

The  kiss,  the  sigb>  the  tender  look. 
Our  languager— all  from  nature's  book ! 
Our  studies  only  to  impart 
.  Mutual  pleasure  to  the  heart. 

Her  voice  the  soul's  soft  mudic  plays. 
In  one  sweet  word  a  thousand  says ! 
Her  face,  a  flower  of  vernal  mom. 
That  opens  and  a  smile  is  born  I 


/^ 
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The  regions  of  her  beaoteou»  breast^ 
Seem  of  two  gentle  souk  possest. 
Advancing  now  with  fond  desire. 
They  now  with  modesty  retire. 

Monthly^  ReM»m 


TO  STELLA. 

xHo  more,  my  Stella^  to  the  sighing  shades^ 
Of  blasted  hope  and  luckless  love  complain  f 

But  join  the  sports  of  INan's  careless  maids. 
And  laughing  liberty's  triumphant  train. 

And  see^  with  these  is  holy  friendship  found. 
With  snowy  bosom  open  to  the  sight ; 

Her  gentle  hand  shall  close  the  recent  wound. 
And  fill  the  vacant  hand  with  calm  delight. 

Nor  prudence  slow,  that  ever  comes  too  late. 

Nor  stern-brow'd  duty,  check  her  gen'rous  flame ; 

On  all  her  footsteps  peace  and  honour  wait. 
And  slander's  ready  tongue  reveres  her  name. 

Say,  Stella,  what  is  love,  whose  tyrant  pow'r 
Robs  virtue  of  content,  and  youth  of  joy  f 

What  nymph  or  goddess,  in  a  fatal  hour. 
Gave  to  the  world  this  mischief-making  boy .' 
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By  lying  bards  in  forms  90  various  shewn, 
Deck'd  with  false  charms^  or  arm'd  with  terrors  vain^ 

Who  shall  his  real  properties  make  known. 
Declare  his  nature,  and  his  birth  explain  i 

Some. say,  of  idleness  and  pleasure  bred, 
.    The  smiling  babe  on  beds  of  roses  lay, 
■niere  with  sweet  honey-dews  of  fancy  fed. 
His. blooming  beauties  open'd  to  the  day. 

His  wanton  head  with  fading  chaplets  bound, 

I)ancing,  he  leads  his  silly  vot'ries  on 
To  precipices  deep  o'er  faithless  ground. 

Then  laughing  flies,  nor  hears  their  fruitless  moan. 

Some  say.  fmm  Etna^s  burning  entrails  torn, 
Afore  fierce  than  tigers  on  the  Libyan  plain. 

Begot  in  tempests,  and  in  thunders  bom. 
Love  wildly  rages  like  the  foaming  main. 

With  darts  and  flames  some  arm  his  feeble  hands. 
His  infant  brow  with  regal  honours  crown ; 

Whilst  vanquish'd  reason,  bound  in  silken  bands. 
Meanly  submissive,  falls  before  his  throne. 

Each  fabling  poet  sure  alike  mistakes 
The  gentle  pow'r  that  reigns  o'er  tender  hearts ! 

Soft  love  no  tempest  hurls,  no  thunder  shakes. 
Nor  lifts  the  flaming  torph,  nor  poison'd  darts. 

I  2 


Heav  n-born^  the  brightest  seraph  of  the  dcj. 
Far  Eden's  bower  he  left  his  bUssfiil  seat. 

When  Adam's  blamekss  snit  was  heard  on  higb^ 
And  beaoteocis  Eve  iint  cheer'd  his  kne  retreat* 

At  love*s  approach  aU  earth  rej<Hc'd,  each  hill. 
Each  grove  that  learnt  it  from  the  whisp'riog  gale ; 

Joyous  the  birds  their  liveliest  choras  fiU^ 
And  richer  fingrance  breathes  in  ev'iy  vale. 

Well  pfeas'd  in  Pava^se  awhile  he  roves. 
With  innocence  and  friendship  hand  in  hand  ; 

*mi  sin  found  entrance  in  the  withering  groves^ 
And  frighted  innocence  forsook  the  land* 

But  love  still  finthfttl  to  the  guilty  pair. 
With  then  was  driv'n  amidst  a  world  of  woes. 

Where  oft  he  monms  his  lost  companions  dear, 
And  trembling  flies  before  his  rigid  foes. 

Honom',  in  bumiidi^d  steel  completely  dad. 
And  hoary  wisdom,  oft  against  him  am : 

Suspicion  pale,  and  disappointment  sad. 
Vain  h«^s  and  frantic  fears- his  heart  alarm. 

Fly  then,  dear  Stella,  fly  th'  unequal  strife, 

Suice  fate  forbids  th«t  peace  should  dwell  with  love ! 

Friendship's  cahn  joys  shall  gkd  thy  ftiture  life. 
And  virtue  lead  to  endless  bliss  above. 

Chapone's  MisceUanieSm 
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TO  A  LADY 

WHO  HAD    LEFT   P£T£RSSOR6   FOR   ENGLAND. 

IiESBiA,  retura— I  canaot  say, 
To  flowery  fields,  and  seasons  gay : 
The  muse,  desponding,  cannot  sing 
Of  the  sweet  garniture  of  spring ; 
Of  sunny  hills,  and  verdant  vales. 
And  grov^es,  aikl  streams,  and  gentle  gdes ; 
These, .  in  more  hospitable  climes, 
.    May  run  mellifluent  in  my  rhymes : 
For  winter,  hoajy  and  severe. 
Rules  an  imperious  despot  here. 
In  chains  the  headlong  flood  he  binds. 
He  rides  impetuous  on  die  winds ; 
Before  him  awful  forests  bend. 
And  tempest  in  his  train  contend* 
But  what,  tho'  wintry  winds  prevail. 
And  Boreas  sends  his  raiding  hail, 
Siberian  snows,  and  many  a  blast. 
Howling  along  the  dreary  waste, 
From  Samoida  to  the  shores. 
Where  black  with  storms  the  Euxine  roars ; 
Thy  blameless  wit,  and  polish'd  sense 
Can  ease  and  gaiety  dispense. 
Come,  then,  enchanting  maid !  and  bring 
The  kindly  influence  of  the  spring ; 
Come,  with  thy  animating  air. 
And  nature's  weary  waste  repair, 

Ckapone's  Miscellmki^ 
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SONNET. 

JLh e  partial  muse has^  from  my  earliest  hour^, 
Smil'd  on  the  rugged  path  I'm  doom'd  to  tread^ 

And  still  with  sportive  hand  has  snatched  wild  flowers. 
To  weave  fantastic  garlands  for  my  head. 

But  far;,  far  happier  is  the  lot  of  those 
Who  never  leam'd  her  dear  delusive  art. 

Which,  while  it  decks  the  head  with  many  a  rose. 
Reserves  the  thorn-rto  fester  in  the  heart. 

For  still  she  bids  soft  pity's  melting  eye 

Stream  o'er  the  ills  she  knows  not  to  remove. 

Points  every  pang,  and  deepens  every  sigh 
Of  mourning  iriendsliip,  or  unhappy  love. 

Ah !  then,  how  dear  the  muse's  favours  cost. 
If  those  paint  sorrow  best  who  feel  it  most. 

Charlotte  Smith's  S<mnet9» 


SONNET  TO  R.  P.  CAREW,  ESQ. 

JL  o  climb  at  early  dawn  the  mountain  side. 
Ere  devious  herds  have  brush'd  the  dews  away, 
Be  mine :  at  noon  amid  yon  elms  to  stray. 

Whose  artless  tufts  the  cooling  current  hide. 


119 

Mine  from  the  purple  heathV  horizon  wide^ 
To  trace  the  splendours  of  declining  day^ 

Until  the  moon  my  homeward  path  to  guide^ 
Distain  the  forest  hedge  with  silver  grey, 

^nd  if  such  scenes  the  rising  soul  expand^ 

The  flutter'd  heart  if  simple  bliss  becalm. 

Where  nature  closelier  kuits  the  social  tie, 

Ho  light  addition  should  my  Carew's  hand. 

With  equal  friendship's  animating  balm. 

To  lettered  ease  the  place  of  &me  supply. 

JFanckk'i  SonneU. 


A  PRAYER. 


Amid  the  ceaseless  din  of  human  strife^ 
The  groans  of  entering  and  departing  life ; 
Amid  the  songs  of  joy,  the  wails  of  woe. 
That  living  nature  utters  here  below ; 
Amid  the  harmony  of  all  the  spheres 
In  concert  unenjoy'd  by  mortal  ears ; 
Amid  heaven's  trumpets  loud  by  angels  blown. 
And  lyres  of  Seraphim  around  thy  throne, 
O  great  Supreme !  and  while  their  voices  join. 
Proclaiming  praise  and  glory  only  thine. 
Presuming  more,  perhaps,  than  angels  dare, 
A  trembhng  worm  of  earth  intrudes  his  prayer. 


120 

Thou  great^  eternal^  awful^  gracious,  cause 
Of  nature's  being,  motion,  iorm,  and  laws ! 
That  gav'st  me  tastes  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 
That  gav'st  me  passions  which  alternate  reign. 
And  reason,  passions  riot  to  restrain : 
By  whom  I  first  inspir  d  this  mortal  breath ; 
In  whom  I  trust  for  being  after  death : 
Should  I  enjoy  thy  first  great  blessing,  health ; 
And  should  thy  providence  bestow  me  t^ealth. 
And  crown  me  parent  of  a  numerous  race. 
Whose  virtues  should  my  name  and  fortune  grace : 
To  love,  to  duty,  should  my  fair  adhere ; 
Should  ev'ry  friend  approve  himself  sincere ; 
Should'st  thou  my  life  reserve  to  ripest  age. 
And  give  me  all  the  wisdom  of  the  sage : 
O !  let  no  cursed  avarice,  my  store 
With-hold  from  friend  distressed,  or  from  the  poor! 
In  love,  or  friendship,  or  paternal  care. 
In  each  ^joym^it  with  the  world  I  share. 
Through  life,  O !  give  this  feeling  heart  to  be 
For  ever  waim  with  gratitude  to.  thee ! 

But  should  thy  wisdom  the  reverse  ordain. 
And  send  me  pale  disease,  and  life  consuming  paon ; 
Should  pinching  poverty  still  keep  me  down. 
To  pine  beneath  my  fellow  mortals  frown ; 
Did  I  paternal  feeUiigs  never  know> 
Or  should  my  fruitful  loins  bring  future  woe ; 
Should  an  unfaithful  wife  dishonour  bring ; 
Should  slight  of  fancied  friends  my  bosom  wring; 
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Should  my  weak  mind  endure  tbc  scoff  of  fame^ 
And  dulness  be  my  substituted  name ; 
Should  nature  early  find  herself  outworn^ 
And  that  her  earth  to  earth  must  soon  return^ 
Without  a  friend  to  comfort  or  to  mourn- 
Amidst  this  gloomy^  complicated  throng 
Of  sharp  afflictions^  while  I  press  along 
Through  each  or  real  pain  or  seeming  ill> 
0  give  me  resignation  to  tliy  will ! 

J.  f.  Brt/anty  ofBrisloIy  Tobacco-'pipe  ntaker. 


TO   A   LADY, 

An  IdyUUm, 


To  thee,  sweet  smiling  maid,  I  bring 
The  beauteous  progeny  of  spring  : 
In  every  breathing  bloom  I  find 
Some  pleasing  emblem  of  thy  mind. 
The  blushes  of  that  op'ning  rose. 
Thy  tender  modesty  disclose. 
These  snow  white  lillies  of  the  vale. 
Diffusing  fragrance  to  the  gale^ 
No  ostentatious  tints  assume. 
Vain  of  their  exquisite  perfume  ; 
Csureiess,  and  sweet,  and  mild,  we  see 
In  these  a  lovely  type  of  thee. 
In  yonder  gay  enamell'd  field 
Serene  that  azure  blossom  smil'd ; 
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Not  changing  with  the  changeful  sky. 

Its  faithful  tints  inconstant  fly. 

For  unimpaired  by  winds  and  rain 

I  saw  the  unaltered  hue  remain. 

So,  were  tiiy  mild  affections  proved, 

Thy  heart  by  fortune's  frown  unmov'd, 

Pleas'd  to  administer  relief. 

In  troublous  times  would  solace  grief. 

These  flowers  with  genuine  beauty  glow : 

The  tints  from  nature's  pencil  flow  : 

What  artist  could  improve  their  bloom  ? 

Or  meliorate  their  sweet  perfume  ? 

Fruitless  the  vain  attempt,  like  these 

Thy  native  truth,  thy  artless  case. 

Fair,  unaffected  maid,  can  never  fail  to  please. 

MontMy  Review, 


TO  TIME. 

Capricious  foe  to  human  joy. 

Still  varying  with  the  fleeting  day; 
With  thee  the  purest  raptui*es  cloy. 

The  fairest  prospects  fade  away. 
Nor  worth,  nor  povv'r,  thy  wings  can  bind^ 

All  earthly  pleasures  fly  with  thee ; 
Inconstant  as  the  wavVing  wind. 

That  plays  upon  the  summer's  sea. 
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1  court  thee  not,  ungentle  guest. 

For  I  have  e'er  been  doom'd  to  find 
Life's  gayest  hours  but  idly  drest. 

With  sweets  that  pall  the  sick'nihg  mind : 
When  smiling  hope,  with  placid  mieo. 

Around  my  couch  did  fondly  play ; 
Too  oft  the  aery  form  I've  seen. 

On  downy  pinions  glide  away. 

But  when  perplex'd  with  pain  or  care. 

My  couch  with  thorns  was  scatter'd  round ; 
Aud  when  the  pale  priestess  of  despair. 

My  mind  in  fatal  spells  had  bound  : 
When  the  dull  hours  no  joy  could  bring. 

No  bliss  xtiy  weary  fancy  prove ; 
I  marked  thy  leaden  pond'rous  wing. 

With  tardy  pace  unkindly  move. 

If  such  thy  gifts,  O  Time !  for  thee 

My  sated  heart  shall  ne'er  repine ; 
I  vow  content  to  fate's  decree. 

And  with  thy  thorn  thy  roses  twine  ; 
Yet,  e'er  thy  fickle  reign  shall  end. 

The  balmy  sweets  of  friendship's  hour, 
I'll  with  my  cup  of  sorrow  blend. 

And  smile  regardless  of  thy  pow'r. 

Mm.  Robinson's  Poems. 
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THE  CHILD  OF  SORROW. 

Cold  blew  the  wind-i-no  gleam  of  light, 

When  Ellen  left  her  home. 
And  brav'd  the  horrors  of  the  nighty 

O'er  dreary  wilds  to  roam. 
The  lovely  maid  had  late  beea  gay» 

When  hope  and  fortune  smiFd^ 
But  now  alas !  to  ^ef  a  prey 

Was  Ellen,  sorrow's  chikL 

She  long  was  William's  promised  bride^ 

But  ah !  how  sad  her  doom. 
The  gentle  youth  in  manly  pride. 

Was  summoa'd  to  the  tomb ! 
No  more  those  joys  shall  Ellen  proye> 

Which  many  an  hour  beguil'd. 
From  mom  to  eve  «he  mourns  her  love. 

Sweet  Ellen,  sorrow's  child. 

With  iiault'ring  steps  away  she  flies 

O'er  William's  grave  to  weep. 
For  Ellen  there  with  tears  and  sighs 

Her  watch  would  often  keep; 
The  pitying  angel  saw  her  woe 

And  came  with  aspect  mild. 
Thy  tears  shall  now  no  longer  flow. 

Sweet  Ellen,  sorrow's  child. 
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Thy  plaintive  notes  adre  heard  aboye. 

Where  thou  shalt  soon  find  rest ; 
Again  thou  shalt  behold  thy  love 

And  be  for  ever  blest. 
'*  Ah !  can  such  Uiss  be  mine,**  she  cried> 

With  voice  and  looks  so  wild,    - 
Then  sunk  upon  the  earth  and  died. 
Sweet  £Uen,  sorrow's  child. 

From  a  MS. 


EPIGRAM. 


THE     miser's     feast. 


Mis  chimney  smokes !  It  is  some  omen  dire. 
His  neighbours  are  alarm'd,  and  cry  out  Fire  ! 


THE  ZEPHYR. 


As  o'er  a  garden's  gay  parterre 
(Where  grew  the  rose  and  lilly  fair^ 

And  flower's  of  eVry  hue) ; 
The  wanton  Zephyr  wing'd  his  way. 
At  ev'ry  bloom  he  stopp'd  to  pay 
The  vows  he  swore  wese  true. 
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By  tmns  he  ev'iry  one  caress'd^ 
The  last  .he  kiss'd — he  lov'd  the  best. 

And  as  he  breathM  his  wiles,' 
And  fluttered  round  a  jonquiFs  head, 
",  Dear  lovely  flower  "  he  sighing  said, 

**  I  live  but  in  your  smiles/^ 

"  Begone  ^  the  conscious  bloom  feply*d, 
*^  To  all  my  sisters  you  have  sigh'd. 

Your  falsehood  thence  I  see ; 
And  thence  your  vows  I  too  contemn. 
For  as  for  me  you  quitted  them. 

For  others  you  will  me. " 

New  Ijjdy*i  Magazine. 


SONG. 


In  Yarrow-vale,  by  Yarrow-stream, 

Where  love,  and  youth,  and  beauty  stray; 
Oft  thro'  the  twilight's  waving  gleam 

Sweet  Mary  trac'd  the  dewy  way: 
She  lov'd,  the  meads,  the  tow'ring  trees. 

The  fanning  of  the  western  gale. 
Yet  sigh'd  for  something  still  to  please^ 

In  Yarrow-stream,  in  Yarrow-vale. 
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In  Yarrow-vale,  by  Yarrow-stream, 

Swefit  pleasure  reigns— she  pensive  said-* 
''  Here  shades  indulge  the  shepherds  dream. 

And  zephyrs  sooth  the  slumbVing  maid : 
While  I  m  languor  musing  rove. 

Listening  the  lonely  woodlark's  wail. 
Bat  none  of  these  mv  mind  can  move 

By  Yarraw-stream,  in  Yarrow-vale. 

In  Yarrow-vale,  by  Yarrow-stream, 

Nature  his  iriend-^his  guardian  love ; 
Colin  beneath  the  moon's  soft  beajm^ 

Had  followed  Mary  thro'  the  grove : 
He  look'd — she  blusli'd— he  spoke— she  sigh'd,- 

No  words  were  made  to  tell  the  tale ; 
"  O  charming  meads  and  groves,"  she  cry'd. 

By  Yarrow-stream,  in  Yarrow-vale.*' 

Anonymotti. 


THE  RAPTURED  LOVER. 

li^HEN  first  upon  your  tender  cheek 
I  saw  the  morn  of  beauty  break. 

With  mild  and  cheering  beam, 
I  bow'd  before  your  infant  shrine. 
The  earliest  sighs  you  had  were  mine. 

And  you  my  darling  theme. 
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I  saw  yon  in  that  opening  moni. 
For  beanty^s  boundless  empire  bom^ 

And  first  confess'd  your  sway ; 
And  ere  your  thoughts^  devoid  of  art. 
Could  learn  the  yalne  of  a  heart, 

I  gaTe  my  heart  away. 

I  watch'd  the  dawn  of  every  grace. 
And  gaz'd  upon  that  angel  face^ 

While  yet  'twas  safe  to  gaze, 
I  fondly  bless*d  each  rising  charm. 
Nor  thought  such  innocence  could  harm 

The  peace  of  future  days» 

But  now^  despotic^  o'er  the  plains 
The  awfiil  noon  of  beauty  reigns. 

And  kneeling  crowds  adore ; 
The^e  charms  arise  too  fiercely  bright. 
Danger  and  death  attend  the  sight. 

And  I  must  hope  no  more. 

Thusr  td  the  rising  god  of  diy 
Their  early  vows  the  Persians  pay. 

And  bless  the  spreading  fire. 
Whose  glowing  chariot  mounting  soon. 
Pours  on  their  heads  the  burning  noon. 

They  sicken  and  expire. 

Mrs.  BarhauH 
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ON  A  TEAR. 


Oh  !  that  the  chymist's  magic  art 
Could  crystallize  this  sacred  treasure ! 

Lon^hould  it  glitter  near  my  hearty 
A  secret  soarce  of  peasive  {^eojarf « 

Th^  little  briUiant^  ere  it  fell. 
Its  lustre  cai;ght  from.  Chloe's  eye ;. 

Then^  trembliog^  left  its  coral  ceU-m 
The  spnng  of  sensibility! 

Sweet  drop  of  pure  and  pearly  light. 
In  thee  the  rays  of  virtue  shine 

More  calmly  clear,  more  mildly  bright, 
Than  any  gem  that  gilds  the  nuoe* 

Benign  restorer  of  the  soul ! 

Who  evjer  fly'st  to  bmig  relief. 
When  first  she  feds  the  rude  coatron} 

Of  love  or  pity,  joy  or  grief. 

The  sages  and  the  poets  theme. 
In  every  clime,  in  every  age. 

Thou  charm'st  in  fancy's  idle  dream. 
In  reason';$  philosophic  page. 
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That  very  law  which  moulds  a  tear,* 
And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  soarce. 

That  law  preserves  the  earth  a  sphere. 
And  guides  the  planets  in  their  course.^ 

The  IVorld. 


HORATIAN  PHILOSOPHY, 

JProm  scenes  of  tumult  noise  and  strife,. 

And  all.  the  ills  of  pubMc  life  ^ 

From  waiting  at  the  great  man's  gate. 

Amid  the  slaves  that  swell  his^  state  ; 

From  coxcomb  poets  and  their  verses ; 

From  streets  with  chariots  throng'd,  and  hearses: 

From  rattling  spend thrifts>  and  their  guests. 

And  dull  buifoons  with  scurvy  jests ; 

From  fasliiou's  whims,  and  folly's  freaks ; 

From  shouts  *by  day,  and  nightly  shrieks  ;. 

O  let  me  make  a  quick  retreat. 

And  seek  in  haste  my  country  seat  f 

In  silent  shades  forgotten  lie. 

And  leani  to  live,  before  I  die ! 

There,  on  the  verdant  turf  reclin'd. 

By  wisdom's  rule  compose  my  mind ; 

My  passions  still,  correct  my  heart. 

And  meliorate  my  better  part : 

•  Tbe  law  of  gravitattoiw 
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Quit  idle  hop6  and  fond  desire. 
And  cease  to  gaze  where  fools  admire : 
With  scorn  the  crowd  prophane  behold 
EnslavM  by  sordid  thirst  of  gold^ 
Nor  scorn  to  bend  at  such  a  shrine. 
While  priest  of  Phoebus  and  the  nine. 
Nor  would  I  shun  the  student's  toil. 
But  feed  my  lamp  with  Grecian  oil ; 
Sometimes  thro'  stoic  walks  sublime. 
Up  the  rough  steep  of  virtue  climb ; 
From  philosophic  heights  look  down. 
Nor  heed  if  fortune  smile  or  frown ; 
In  wisdom's  mantle  closely  furl'd. 
Defy  the  tempest  of  the  world ; 
And  scorning  all  that's  not  our  own. 
Place  every  good  in  mind  alone. 
Then,  sliding  to  an  easier  plan. 
Put  off  the  God,  to  be  the  man ; 
Resolve  the  ofFer'd  sweets  to  prove 
Of  social  bowls,  gay  sports,  and  love ; 
Give  forward  life  its  childish  toy. 
Nor  blush  to  feel,  or  to  enjoy. 
Yet  ever,  as  by  humour  led. 
Each  path  of  life  in  turn  I  tread. 
Still  to  my  first  great  maxim  true, 
X)n  moderation  fix  my  view ; 
Let  her  with  tempering  sway  preside 
O'er  pleasure's  cup  and  learning's  pride ; 
And  by  her  sage  decrees  o'er-rule 
The  dogmas  of  each  sturdy  school* 
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Opinion  dias  may  varioos  play^ 
While  reason  shines  with  steady  fay^ 
And  casts  o  er  bH  the  shifting  scene 
Her  sober  hue^  and  light  serene. 

Dr»  Aikin* 


ODE  TO  HEALTH. 


jBe  thou  my  gtiest^  fi|ir  daughter  of  the  skies^ 
Whose  blooQiing  face  osat  greater  joys  bestow^ 

Than  all  the  flaming  treasures  that  arise 
From  the  refulgent  bosom  of  Peru. 

An  humble  suppliant  at  thy  shrine  I'm  laid^ 
For  who  thy  smiles  celestial  can  withstand  i 

Bring  with  |hy  rosy  lips  the  balmy  aid ; 

My  drooping  heart  asks  thy  enlivening  hand. 

Content  Fc]  dwell  on  yon  bieak  mounjtaia's  side^ 
Or  hid  within  the  deepest  shade  below. 

So  thou  but  watch  the  circliqg  purple  tide. 
Breathe  thy  perfume  and  Ind  my  bosom  glow* 

Deprived  of  thee  the  splcndoiir  of  a  throne. 
With  all  the  chaij39i^  of  royalty  ar^  fled ; 

All  sunk  beneath  tb^  monarch's  languid  frown, 
la  vain  the  di*de»  gparkks  on  his  head. 
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No  h^MOfij  in  scmads>  no  sweets  ia  springs 
No  yaryii^  pkaMures  ^  the  seasons  roll^ 

No  bao^piet  to  dae  miad  the  muses  brk\g^ 
'Till  thou  tfris^  the  jdonshiae  of  the  soul. 

Come  then,  gay  goddess,  leave  thy  bright  abode. 
Since  thou  caast.^ive  of  all  our  joys  the  best ; 

ni  ask  no  treasures  of  this  earthly  globe, 
-Let  Hie  hat  oa  thy  4owny  pinions  rest« 

Weitmmter  Magaiim* 


I  ^ — — 


ODE  TO  A  LADY. 

O  CLEAifidiat^i^l^eRtblsiQg  browl 

-*M1  call  lonmghty  J©ve 
To  witness  this  eternal  vow ; 

'iTis>yoa  iidone  I  Jove  \ 

^  O'  lea>^e  the  ^d  to  soft  T§pesc> 
(The  snUtliag  madd  replies) 

''  For  Jove  but  laughs  at  lover's  oaths 
And  Jovei-'-s  pegtiries," 

By  homxarM  "beaoty's  -geiltle  power ; 

/By  friendship's  hoiy  Aame : 
^  Ah !  what  is  beauty  but  a  flow'r. 

And  friendship  hut  a  i^ame  ! " 
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Bj  those  dear  tempting  lips,  I  cry'd ; 

—With  arch  ambiguous  look, 
Convinc'd,  my  Chloe  glanc'd  aside,  ' 

And  bade  me  kiss  the  book. 

Bryant  Edwards^ 

THE  CAPTIVE  KING. 

jDead  is  the  dream  of  life  that  calmed  my  care. 
And  dim'd  the  beam  of  hope  that  charm'd  despair! 
Yet  let  my  soul  be  firm — pass  one  short  hour. 
And  Louis  scorns  the  arm  of  ruffian  power. 

SONG. 

Adieu  thou  partner  of  my  woes. 

Where  spectred  silence  reigns  around ; 

And  nought  awakes  the  dread  repose. 
But  moans  that  deep  with  horror  sound. 

No  more  these  walls  my  grief  shall  hear. 

And  to  a  captive  king  reply ; 
Where  morning  rose  upon  his  tear. 

And  night  descended  on  the  sigh. 

Forbear,  my  love,  these  drops  to  shed. 
And  joy  to  think  my  woes  shall  cease, 

Lo !  when  the  vale  of  death  I  tread, 
I  wander  from  the  storm  to  peace. 
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Ye  too,  my  idol  babes^  farewell! 

like  me  whose  tender  forms  may  bleed. 
The  gloomy  <rrimes  of  murder  swell. 

While  nattofe  shudders  at  the  deed* 

Yet  know^  we  only  fall  to  rise. 
And  start  to  glory  from  the  dost. 

To  claim  alliance  with  the  skies, 
.  The  sacred  refuge  from  th*  unjusti 

My  spirit  lo !  for  yours  shall  wait. 
Together  we  shall  seek  that  shore 

Where  sorrow  dies,  and  ruthless  fate 
Can  give  the  parting  pang  no  more. 

CHORUS. 

Go  injur'd  king,  with  seraphs  shine. 
Behold  a  brighter  crown  is  thine ! 
And  see  appear,  with  gladden'd  eyes, 
A  host  to  hail  thee  'midst  the  skies  ! 

Dr.  W9k0t. 


ON  A  BOUQUET  OF  COWSLIPS. 

W  o w  from  your  cups  who  sips  the  honey'd  dew  ? 

No  more,  gay  children  of  the  glowing  spring, 
'Tis  yours  to  paint  the  fascinating  view. 

No  more  your  posies  to  young  Flora  bring. 
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The  vernal  fairies^  in  their  wanton  roimds. 
No  more  shall  court  your  kmoeent  perftime ; 

Perhaps  Jike  you,  ere  mornmg  music  Bounds, 
Your  pensive  poetimay  explore  hb  tomb. 

Dear  emblems  of  life's  transitory  scene. 

To  you  ^sad  ^gy  devotes  her  hj ; 
No  longer  blooms  yoar  saffron*tinctnr*d  mien, 
^he  brbaliiiag  portrait  of  the  vivid  May. 

Tom  from  your  verdant  beds,  to  pleasaie'seye 
You  shrink,  you  languish,  and  must  ever  fade : 

So  he  v/hty  marks  your  fete,  shall  droop  and  die. 
Leave  ^m^ure^s  landscape,  and  become  a  shade. 

Gentleman*s  Magazine^ 
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T»E  LADIES  TO  THE  GENTLEMEN. 

Should  we  surrender,  soon,  our  hearts. 
The  easy  conquest  you  disdain ; 

Yet  rail  at  all  our  little  arts, 
^d  say,  that  i^aids  should  never  feign. 

How  wretched,  tiien,  is  virgin  youth ! 

Which  neither  path  can  safely  try ; 
For  scorn  attends  our  speaking  truth. 

And  virtue  yet  forbids  to  lie. 
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THE  GENTLEMEN  TO  THE  LADIES. 

A.  BBAVE  resistance  gives  renown^ 
Whilst  easy  conquest  all  disdain ; 

The  longer  you  defend  the  town. 
The  greater  honour  still  you  gain* 

From  ques^Rs^  by  ensnaring  youth  ^ 

Propos'd,  your  wit  must  set  you  free ;  v 

You  need  not  tell  us  all  the  truth  : 

You're  on  your  oaths  no  more  than  we. 

MaU. 


TRGM  THE  EVENING  MAIL. 

Swift  flew  the  hours  in  thoughtless  glee. 

And  Sylvia  Uush'd  to  own 
She  half  forgot  her  Strephon's  plea. 

That  said  ^^  love  me  alone." 

Dear  swain  forgive !  a  sister  pleads ! 

Thy  Sylvia  still  is  true  ; 
iAiid  when  she  stray'd  thro'  pleasure's  meads. 

Her  thoughts  half  dwelt  on  you. 

Ihe  dance,  the  revel,  ereniag  walk, 

StiQ  l^ard  the  frequent  sigh ; 
She  shut  her  ears  to  am'rous  talk 

When  beaux  have  flutter'd  nigh* 
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And  if  in  gay  divei;|ion's  round 

Neglect  did  e'er  appear, 
^Tis  past !— assiiage  her  heart-felt  woundy 

Kis«  off  her  falling  tear, 

CaHitm* 


^  THE     ROSE, 

A    SONNET, 

«Zephyr  enamourM  of  the  opening  Rose^ 
With  many  a  wooing  sigh  her  beauty  greets, 

Whikj  softly  mov'd,  her  blushing  head  she  bowsn- 
And  coldly  coy,  resigns  her  treasur'd  sweets^ 

Lol  now  half  rais'd,  again  her  face  she  shows 
The  sportive  spoiler  s  ani'rous  breast  to  meet ; 

And  now  the  senseless  wand'rer  ruder  grows. 
And  lays  her  faded  charms  beneath  our  feet. 

Ah  !  soft  remembrancers  of  certain  fete, 
.  Thus  are  thy  beauties  wafted  o'er  the  wild ! 
And  do  my  giddy  mates,  in  life  elate, 

By  pleasure's  gay  enamell'd  paths  beguil'd. 
Thus  lonely  leave  me  o'er  thy  with'ring  bloom 

To  drop  the  tear^  and  contemplate  the  tomb  i 

Mrs,  Stephau, 
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SONNET. 

JL HE  chilling  gale  that  nipp'd  the  rose^ 

!Now  munn'ring  siaks  to  soft  repose ; 

The  shadVy  vapours  sail  away^ 

Upon  the  silv'ry  floods  of  day. 

Health  breathes  on  ev'iy  face  I  see^ 
But  ah !  she  breathes  no  more  for  me. 

The  woodbine  wafts  its  odours  meek. 
To  kiss  the  rose's  glowing  cheek ; 
Pale  twilight  sheds  her  vagrant  showers. 
To  wake  Aurora's  infant  flowers : 
May  smiles  on  ev'ry  face  I  see^ 
But  ah !  she  smiles.no  more  for  me. 

Perchance,  when  youth's  delicious  bloom 
Shall  fade  unheeded  in  the  tomb. 
Pate  may  direct  a  wand'ring  eye 
To  where  my  mould'ring  reliques  lie ; 
And  touch'd  by  sacred  sympathy. 
That  eye  shall  drop  a  tear  for  me. 

Mrs.  Robmsaiu 
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ROSLINE  CASTLE. 

At  dead  of  nighty  the  hour,  when  courts 

In  gay  fantastic  pleasures  move. 
And  hiv^Iy  Mira  joins  their  sports, 

^ad  heivrs  some  newer,  richer,  loye ; 
To  RosIine*s  roitis  t  repmr, 

A  solitary  wretch'  ibiiom  ; 
To  niourn  trniatemipted  there, 

*My  haple^  love,  her  hapless  scorn. 

No  sound  ^f  j'oy  ^istiirbs  my  stvain,  g 

No  hind  is  whiirinig  on  the  hM ; 
No  fiiniter  winding  6W  the  plain ; 

No  mai^ckn  singing  *t  the  nil. 
Esk,  murm'ring  thiK)*  the  dtisky  panvs, 

Rdtects  the  i>Boeii's  mtgt-^nanitled  team ; 
And  fancy  chills,  where'er  it  shines, 

To^  «0e  pde  ghosts  obscufely  ^^m. 

Not  so  the  tiight,  that  m  thy  hdb 

Once,  Rosline,  ^anc'd  in  joy  along'; 
Where  owls  now  «crea«n  alon^  thy  \^dk. 

Resounded  mii^h-inspiring  soiig : 
Where  bats  now  rest  their  smutty  wings. 

The  joyous  feast  was  wont  to  flow ; 
And  beauty  danc'd  in  graceful  rings. 

And  princes  sat,  where  nettles  groii. 
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What  now  avails,  haw  greats  how  giiy^ 

How  fair,  how  fioejJtheir  matchless  dames! 
There  sleeps  their  undistingoish'd  clay. 

And  e  en  the  &toaea  have  lost  their  names. 
And  yon  gay  crowds  must  soon  expire ! 

Unknown>  unprai&*d,  their  fair-one's  nhxnfi.  ^ 
Not  so  the  charnis  that  v^se  inspire, 

Encreasing  ye^rs  encrease  her  fame.    ^ 

Oh  Mira !  what  is  state  or  wealth  ? 

The  great  can  never  love  like  me ; 
Wealth  adds  not  days,  nor  quickens  heakh  ; 
Then  wiser  thou^  come^  happy  be ; 
llCome^  and  he  mine  in  this  sweet  spot. 
Where  E,sk  rolls  clear  his  little  wave. 
We'll  live — and  Esk  shall,  in  a  cot. 
See  joys  that  Rosline  never  gave. 

London  Rexnem» 


VERSES 

SAID   TO    BE    WRITTEN    BY   THOMSON. 

O  TH017,  who^  tender,  serious  eyes 
E.Ypressive  speak  the  mind  I  love ; 
.  The  g^ntle^azure  of  the  skies. 

The  p<5Rsive  shallows  of  the  grove* 
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O  mix  their  beaateons  beams  with  mine. 
And  let  us  interchange  our  hearts ; 

Let  all  their  sweetness  oil  me  shine^ 
Pour*d  through  my  soul  be  all  their  darts* 

Ah !  'tis  too  much  I  I  cannot  bear 

At  once  so  soft^  so  keen  a  ray : 
In  pity,  then,  my  lovely  fair, 

O  turn  those  killing  eyes  away  t 

But  what  avails  it  to  conceal 

One  charm,  where  nought  but  charms  we  see? 
Their  lustre  then  again  reveal. 

And  let  me,  Mira,  die  of  thee»  4t 

Evening  Mail^ 


SONG  OF  A  SPIRIT. 

In  the  sightless  air  I  dwell. 
On  the  sloping  sun-beams  play ; 

Delve  the  cavern's  inmost  cell. 
Where  never  yet  did  daylight  stray 

Dive  beneath  the  green  sea  waves. 
And  gambol  in  the  briny  deeps  j 

Skim  ev'ry  shore  that  Neptutoe  laves. 
From  I^apland  s  plains  to  India's  steeps. 
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Oft  I  mount  with  rapid  force- 
Above  the  wide  earth's  shadowy  zonef 

Follow  the  day-star's  flalhing  course 
Through  reahns  of  space  to  thought  unkaown 

And  b'sten  to  celestial  sounds 

That  sw^il  tlie  air  unheard  of  men. 
As  I  watch  my  nightly  rounds 

O'er  woody  steep,  and  silent  glen. 

Under  the  shade  of  waving  trees^ 
On  the  green,  bank  of  fountain  clear^ 

At  pensive  eve  I  sit  at  ease^ 
While  dying  music  murmurs  near* 

And  oft  on  point  of  airy  clift. 
That  hangs  upon  the  western  main, 

I  watch  the  gay  tints  passing  swift. 
And  twilight  veil  the  liquid  plain. 

Then,  when  the  breeze  has  sunk  away. 

And  ocean  scarce  is  heard  to  lave. 
For  me  the  sea  nymphs  softly  play 

Their  dulcet  shells  beneath  the  wave* 

Their  dulcet  shells!  I  hear  them  now. 
Slow  swells  the  strain  upon  mine  ear ; 

Now  faintly  falls — now  warbles  low. 
Till  rapture  nielts  into  a  tear. 
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The  ray  that  silvers  o'er  the  dew. 

And  trembles  throi^  the  leafy  shade> 

And  tints  the  scene  whh  softer  hue, 
CaUs  B[ie  to  rave  the  lonely  gWde ; 

Or  hie  me  to  some  tiuii'd  tower. 
Faintly  shewn  by  moonlight  beam. 

Where  the  lone  wandVer  owns  my  power 
In  shadows  dire  that  substance  seem. 

In  thrilling  sovM»ds  that  murmur  woe. 
And  pausing  sJJbence  makes  more  dread  ; 

In  music  breathing  from  below 

Sad  solemn  strains,  that  wake  the  dead. 

Unseen  I  move— yuoknbwn  am  fear'd  I 
Fancy's  wildest  dreams  I  weave ; 

And  oft  by  bards  my  voice  is  heard 
To  die  along  the  gales  of  eve, 

Mrs.  Raddife. 


STANZAS  TO  LOVE. 

Tell  me,  love,  when  I  rove  o'er  some  far  distant  plain. 
Shall  I  cherish  the  passion  that  dwells  in  my  breast  i 

Or  will  absence  subdue  the  keen  rigours  of  pain. 
And  the  swift  wing  of  time  bring  the  balsam  of  rest? 
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Shall  the  image  of  him  I  was  bom  to  adore 
Inshrin'd  in  my  bosom,  my  idol  still  prove  t 

Qr  seduced  by  ci^rice,  shafl  find  feding  no  more 
Widi  the  incense  of  tnitb,  gem  the  altar  of  love  I 

When  I  view  the  deep  tint  of  the  dew-dh>p{Nng  rose^ 
Where  the  bee  sits  enamour'd  its  nectar  to  sip ; 

Ah !  say,  will  not  memory  then  fondly  disclose 
The  softer  vermillion  that  glpw'd  on  his  lip  ? 

Will  the  sun,  when  he  rolls  in  his  chariot  of  fire^ 
So  dazzle  my  mind  with  the  glare  of  his  rays. 

That  my  senses,  one  moment,  shall  cease  to  admire 
The  more  perfect  refn^ence  that  beamed  in  his  lays  ? 

When  the  shadows  of  twilight  steal  over  the  plain. 
And  the  nightingale  pours  its  lorn  plaint  in  the  grovCj 

Ah  I  will  not  the  fondness  that  thrills  thro'  the  strain^ 
Then  recall  to  my  mind  his  dear  accents  of  love  i 

When  I  gaze  on  the  stars  that  bespangle  the  sky^ 
Ah !  will  not  their  mildness  some  pity  inspire ; 

Like  the  soul-touching  sc^tness  that  beam'd  in  his  eye^ 
When  the  tear  of  regret  chill'd  the  flame  of  desire  ? 

Then  spare  thou  dear  urchin,  thou  soother  of  pain. 
Oh !  spare  the  sweet  picture  engrav'd  on  my  heart 

As  a  record  of  love,  let  it  ever  remain. 
My  bosom  thy  tablet— thy  pencil  a  dart ! 

h  General  Evening  FosU 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN  BY  A  GENTLEMAN  TO  HIS  WIFE  ON  THE 
TENTH  ANNIVERSARY  OP  THEIR  MARRIAGE. 

JLt  oft  has  been  agreed^  you  know. 
There's  nothing  new  on  earth  below; 
That  sterling  sense^  and  beauty  too. 
Precisely  as  they  charm  in  you. 
Have  charmed  in  multitudes  before. 
And  will  in  many  thousands  more. 
This  doctrine  suits  me  passing  well ; 
And  why,  delights  me  much  to  tell 
It  suits  me  well ;  because  in  you 
I  want,  I  look  for  nothing  new : 
Ten  years  ago  I  prais'd  your  charms. 
And  woo'd  you  to  my  faithiui  arms  j 
Ten  years  ago  your  truth  I  prov'd. 
Ten  years  ago  your  virtues  lov'd. 
As  time  revolves  in  circling  round. 
In  close  and  closer  union  bound. 
You  to  my  heart  the  same  appear. 
As  good,  as  lovely^  and  as  dear ; 
And,  long  on  this  returning  day. 
May  thus  my  muse  exulting  say : 
So  may  the  fates  be  kind  to  me. 
As  I  am  kind  and  true  to  thee ; 
As  I  shall  tenderly  remove 
Each  trace  of  sorrow  from  my  love. 
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So,  when  together  we  descend 
The  vale  of  life's  remoter  end. 
The  vain  complaint  that  we  grow  old. 
Shall  be  forgot  as  soon  as  told : 
Memory  shall  speak  of  pleasure  past 
With  tender  triumph  to  the  last ; 
And  hope  renew  a  better  scene. 
Where  death  no  more  shall  intervene. 

General  Evemng  Po$t. 


SONG. 

In  the  world's  crooked  path  where  Fve  been. 
There  to  share  of  life's  gloom  my  poor  part. 

The  bright  sun-shine  that  soften'd  the  scene 
Was— a  smile  from  the  girl  of  my  heart ! 

Not  a  swain  when  the  lark  quits  her  nest. 
But  to  labour  with  glee  will  depart. 

If  at  eve  he  expects  to  be  blest 
With— a  smile  from  the  girl  of  his  heart ! 

Come  then  crosses  and  cares  as  they  may. 

Let  my  mind  still  this  maxim  impart. 
That  the  comfort  of  man's  fleeting  day 
Is— a  smile  from  the  girl  of  his  heart ! 

The  Woodman  f  an  Opera^ 
1^2 
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THE  SEAMAN'S  HOME. 

O  Yt>r^  whose  Uves  on  land  are  fOBMi, 
And  keep  from  dang'rous  seas  akx»f ; 

Who  careless  listen  to  the  blasl^ 
Or  beating  mins  upon  the  roof; 

You  little  heed  how  seamen  fare— 

Condemned  the  angry  storm  to  bear* 

Sometimes^  while  breakers  vex  the  tide^ 
He  takes  his  station  on  the  deck ; 

And  now  ladi'd  o'er  the  vessel's  side^ 
.He  clears  away  the  cumb'ring  wreck { 

Yet  while  the  billows  o'er  him  foam^ 

The  ocean  is  his  only  home* 

Still  fre^er  blows  the  midnight  gale ! 
''  All  hands^  reef  topsails  "  ore  the  cries : 
And^  while  the  ckmds  the  heavens  veil. 

Aloft  to  reef  the  sail-*^he  flies ! 
In  storms  so  rending,  doom'd  to  roam^ 

The  ocean  is  the  seaman's  home ! 

Midnight  WmidererSy  an  Optra» 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


WANTED     IMMEDIATSLY^ 


A  MINISTER 


CAPABLE  OF  PLEASING  ALL  FAETIES. 


He  must  be  oae  who  will  repeal  aH  Ae  taxes  now 
esdsting,  and  discharge  the  national  debt  without  the 
assistance  of  money  •-'-He  must  propose  no  new  taxes 
that  fall  upon  any  description  of  people  whatsoever. 
He  must  provide  places  and  pensions  for  every  person, 
and  grant  them  on  the  first  appli€atioii.«-^He  must 
bring  no  bills  into  Parliamoit^  and  give  no  opposition 
to  any  that  other  people  bring  in^— And^  besides  these, 
he  must  render  the  country  rich  and  flourishingj  and 
a  terror  to  all  her  enemies  abroad, 

N.B.  If  he  can  carry  on  a  war  without  any  ex* 
pense^  so  much  the  better. 

Apply  at  the  Grumble  and  Growl  public  house^  ia 
Piccadilly ;  or  at  the  sign  of  the  Tumble  down  Dick, 
m  the  Haymarket, 
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THE  ANGLER  TO  THE  SLUGGARD. 

Slkep^  sleep^  thou  sluggard^  fear  to  rise^ 
Not  made  for  thee  are  morning  skies ; 
Tliy  midnight  cup  and  aching  head^ 
Still  bids  thee  hug  thy  downy  bed : 
Enjoy  thy  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 
But  leave  the  morning  beam  to  me. 

'Tis  then  for  care  I  breathe  a  cure. 

You  also  breathe,  but  not  so  pure ; 

I  breadie  the  sweets  of  every  hill. 

You  breathe  the  breath  that  helps  to  kill : 

Enjoy  the  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 

But  leave  the  morning  beams  for  me. 

*Tis  then  I  hear  the  sky-lark  rise. 
You  also  hear  your  London  cries ; 
Be  such  thy  lot,  the  while  I  rove. 
To  hear  the  music  of  the  grove : 
Enjoy  the  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 
But  leave  the  morning  beams  for  me, 

'  Tis  then  I  catch  the  dappled  trout. 
You  also  catch,  but  catch — the  gout; 
Whilst  free  from  pain  my  limbs  I  use. 
Beside  the  stream,  or  witjh  the  muse : 
Enjoy  the  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 
But  leave  the  morning  beams  for  me. 


151 

'Tis  then  I  view  th*  enamelFd  fence. 
And  find  a  chann  for  every  sense ; 
You  also  view  where  flow'rs  bespread. 
But  on  the  fence-shot  fields— >thy  bed : 
Enjoy  the  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 
But  leave  the  morning  beams  for  me. 

'  Tis  then  with  spirits  light  and  free, 

I  contemplate  the  busy  bee. 

By  her  pursuits  improv'd^  I  cry, 

''  Here,  sluggard  soul,  learn  industry : " 

Enjoy  thy  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 

But  leave  the  morning  beams  for  me. 

O  then,  will  you  the  hours  destroy  ? 
Kind  nature  fills  my  soul  with  joy. 
Presents  her  choicest  bloom  to  see. 
And  points  the  wond'rous  deity : 
Still  boast  the  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 
But  leave  the  morning  beams  to  me. 

Whilst  bloom  and  verdure  dress  the  thom^ 
Let  me,  the  angler,  breathe  the  mor^ ;  , 
And  should  you  scorn  my  humble  lay. 
Go,  sluggard,  sleep  thy  life  away  : 
Enjoy  such  bliss,  if  bliss  to  thee. 
But  leave  the  morning  beams  for  me. 

Sporting  Magazine* 
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THE  ADIEU. 

WmiTTEN     BY     SS.    BODD    A    FEW     DATS 
PBEVIOUS   TO   HIS   PEATH. 


Pearly  fount  and  pebbled  riU^ 
On  whose  margia  gay  and  gze^i^ 

Oft  the  playful  prints  so  trim 
Of  my  youthftil  feet  were  seen ; 

Why  in  murmurs  thus  bemoan 

One  so  lost^  and  so  undone? 

Oh !  what  sorrows  you  renew; 

Dearest  natal  piace,^  adieu ! 

Hills  of  health,  and  vales  of  fiow*rs^ 
Oakham's  glade,  and  Burleigh's  wild; 

Oft  you've  seen  me  'midst  your  bow'rs. 
While  instruction  led,  and  smil'd. 

Oft,  alas !  but  see  no  more— - 

Wreck'd  on  life's  extremest  shore! 

Oh !  what  sorrows  you  renew ! 

School  of  science,  ah,  adieu  1 

•Bourne  in  linoolnghire,  so  called  from  its  sprinf. 
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Pensive  on  the  banks  of  Cam^ 

And  augmenting  it  with  tears^ 
For  her  son,  majestic  Clare, 
Weeds  again  of  mourning  wears  :♦ 
Antique  buildings,  arched  bow'rs. 
Witness  to  my  studious  hours. 
What  sad  sorrows  ye  renew ! 
School  of  science,  ah,  adieu ! 

Truth-dispensiag,  healing,  woe. 
Cheering  with  the  voice  of  peace, 

StiU  with  soft  and  grateful  eye. 
Gentle  Ham  her  pastor  sees ; 

Pats  universal  sable  on. 

And  humbly  sues  before  the  throne : 

Lov'd  friends !  what  pleasures  ye  renew ! 

No,  here  I  cannot  say  adieu !  f 

Welcome,  hopes  of  heavenly  birth. 
Sight  of  God,  and  songs  of  joy. 
Converse,  with  the  great  and  good. 
The  soul  in  virtue's  best  employ. 
Oh !  let  me  wing  to  these  my  way, 
Lov'd  friends,  so  zealous  for  my  stay ! 
Then  come,  and  all  my  joys  renew. 
Where  never  shall  be  said  adieu ! 

*  Clare^hally  where  the  author  studied— The  foundress  a  widow* 

t  West  Ham  in  Essex ;  he  had  at  first  intended  to  be  buried  thercy  but 

changed  his  mind* 
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SONNET. 

^I^HiLST  thus  I  wander,  cheerless  and  unblest. 
And  find  in  change  of  place  but  change  of  pain ; 

In  tranquil  sleep  the  village  lab'rers  rest. 
And  taste  repose  that  I  pursue  in  vain. 

Hush'd  is  the  hamlet  now ;  and  faintly  gleam 
Tlie  dying  embers  from  the  casement  low 

Of  the  thatch'd  cottage ;  while  the  moon's  pale  beam 
Lends  a  new  lustre  to  the  dazzling  snow. 

O'er  the  cold  waste,  amid  the  freezing  night. 
Scarce  heeding  whither,  desolate  I  stray ; 

For  me,  pale  eye  of  ev'ning!  thy  soft  light 
Leads  to  no  happy  home ;  my  weary  way 

Ends  but  in  dark  vicissitudes  of  care ; 

■s, 

I  only  fly  from  doubt— to  meet  despair. 

Charlotte  Smith. 


THE  SIGH. 

JL  HE  smiling  god  of  tender  woes. 
Before  his  mother's  altar  came. 

Then  heap'd  it  high  with  lover's  vows. 
And  bade  me  sigh  to  light  the  flame. 
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*'  Fear  not/*  the  cruel  false  one  said, 
'*  This  offering  is  .to  Caslia  made. 
My  mother's  empire  I  disdain. 
And  kneel  to  Caelia's  sovereign  name.** 

I  breathed  the  sigh  of  soft  desire. 

But  found  my  breast  that  moment  smart. 
For,  whilst  I  strove  to  fan  one  fire, 

I  lit  another  in  my  heart. 

Monthly  Mucdlany» 


SONG. 


Jb  AREWELL  the  delights,  the  soft  moments  of  joy. 
When  charm'd  with  her  graces,  I  dwelt  on  her  praise ; 

Her  smiles  have  undone  me,  her  beauties  destroy. 
And  kill  the  delight  that  true  friendship  could  raise  : 

As  a  friend  I  admir'd,  as  a  friend  I  approved. 

But  knew  not,  alas !  till  too  late,  that  I  lov'd. 

Be  hush'd,  my  fond  bQsom,  the  conflict  is  o*er, 
Let  pity,  and  friendship,  assuage  thy  sad  sighs ; 

Soft  pity  inspires  the  maid  I  adore. 
The  friend  must  forgive  the  fond  lover  that  difes. 

As  a  friend  I  admir'd,  as  a  friend  I  approv'd. 

But  knew  not,  alas !  till  too  late,  that  1  lov'd. 

From  a  MS. 
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SONG. 

JTe  pense  a  tous,  where  e*er  I  stray^ 
While  sorrow  marks  my  lonely  way. 
The  sports  of  spring,  unmov'd,  I  view. 
Alone  I  sigh,  and  think  of  you. 

Je  pense  a  vons. 

Ah !  why  in  absence  do  I  mourn  i 
Why  vainly  wish  for  your  return  ? 
While  transient  pleasures  you  pursue^ 
Alone  I  sigh,  and  think  of  you. 

Je  pense  a  vous. 

CcHsie^  then,  to  charm  our  native  plain. 
Return  to  bless  a  constant  swain. 
With  love  regard  a  love  so  true. 
Oh !  think  of  him,  who  thinks  of  you. 

Je  pense  a  vous. 


WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  A  KNIFE. 

A.  KNIFE,  dear  girl,  cuts  love,  they  say; 
Mere  modish  love,  perhaps  it  may : 
For  any  tool  of  any  kind 
Can  separate  what  ne'er  was  join'd. 
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The  knife  that  cuts  our  love  in  two. 

Will  have  much  tougher  work  to  do  : 

Must  cut  your  softness^  worth,  and  spirit, 

Down  to  the  vulgar  size  of  merit ! 

To  level  you  with  modem  taste. 

Must  cut  a  world  of  sense  to  waste; 

And  from  your  single  beauty's  store. 

Clip  what  would  dizen  out  a  score. 

The  sdf-same  Uade  from  me  must  sever^ 

Sensation,  judgment,  sight,  for  ever ; 

All  mem'ry  of  endeaime&ts  past, 

AU  hope  of  comforts  long  to  last. 

All  that  makes  fourteen  years  with  you^ 

A  summer ;— and  a  short  one  too ! 

All  that  affection  feels  and  fears ; 

When  hours,  without  you,  seem  like  years. 

Till  that  be  done,  (and  Fd  as  soon 

Believe  this  knife  will  chip  the  moon) 

Accept  my  present  undeterred. 

And  leave  their  proverbs  to  be  heard. 

If  in  a  kiss— delicious  treat ! 

Your  lips  acknowledge  the  receipt; 

Love,  fond  of  such  substantial  fare. 

And  proud  to  play  the  gluttcHi  there. 

All  thoughts  of  cutting  will  disdain. 

Save  only— ctf ^  and  come  again. 

Ananymouh 
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ELOISA. 


fV^HiLE  fondly  gazing  on  my  much-lov'd  fair. 
Silent  I  mark  each  sweet  seducive  grace ; 

Dwell  raptur'd  on  her  form,  het  mien,  her  air. 
And  view  the  charms  of  Eloisa's  face. 

How  blest  I  trace  the  mild  with-drawing  eye. 
Where  native  wit  and  timid  feeling  reign ; 

Those  cheeks,  that  with  the  maiden  rose-bud  vie. 
And  heaven's  own  azure  swelling  ev'iy  vein. 

And  still  superior  to  each  outward  charm. 
Her  sense  and  temper,  purer  bliss  impart ; 

And  whilst  the  graces  every  passion  warm. 
The  winning  virtues  fix  the  yielding  heart. 

O'er  my  dark  fate  should  brighter  prospects  smile, 
And  fortune  to  my  voWs  propitious  prove ; 

I'll  drop,  my  fair,  this  mask  of  prudent  guile. 
And  what  I  now  term  friendship^  plead  as  love. 

From  a  Ladies  Memorandum  Book. 
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MORNING. 

Come,  come,  my  fair  one,  let  tis  stray. 
And  taste  the  sweets  of  early  day ; 
Young  health,  the  rosy  child  of  mom. 
With  blushes  shall  thy  cheeks  adorn. 

Look !  look !  around,  behold  it's  day ! 
See  on  yon  lawn  the  lambkins  play ! 
Now  ev'ry  linnet  of  the  grove 
Charms  the  list'ning  swain  to  love. 

Wak*d  by  the  gentle  voice  of  love. 
Arise,  my  fair,  arise  and  prove 
The  dear  delight  fond  lovers  know. 
The  best  of  blessings  here  below. 


NOON. 

Hush  every  breeze,  let  nothing  move. 
My  Delia  sings,  and  sings  of  love ; 
Around  the  winning  graces  wait. 
And  calm  contentment  guards  the  seat. 

In  the  sweet  shade,  my  Delia,  stay. 

You'll  scorch  those  charms,  more  sweet  than  May; 

The  sun  now  rages  in  his  noon, 

'Tis  pity,  sure,  to  part  so  soon. 


160 

Oh !  hear  me^  Delia^  hear  me  now^ 
Incline  propitious  to  my  vow^ 
So  may  thy  charms  no  changes  prove^ 
BttI  bloom  for  ever  like  my  love. ' 


EVENING. 

Ere  night  assumes  her  gloomy  reign. 
Now  shadows  lengthen  o'er  the  plain^ 
We'll  to  the  myrtle  grove  repair^ 
For  peace  and  fdeasure  wait  us  tiiere* 

To  some  clear  river's  verdant  side» 
Do  thou  my  happy  footsteps  guidcj 
In  concert  with  the  purling  stream. 
We'll  sing,  and  love  shaU  be  our  theme* 

There  lost  in  ecstacies  of  joy. 
While  tenderest  scenes  our  thoughts  employ^ 
We'll  bless  the  hour  our  love  begun. 
The  happy  hour  that  made  us  one. 


NIGHT. 

Night  reigns  around,  in  sleep's  soft  arms 
The  village  swain  forgets  his  care ; 

Sleep^  that  the  sting  of  sorrow  charms. 
And  heals  all  sadness,  but  despair* 


^ 
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Despair  alone  her  power  denies^ 
And^  when  the  sua  withdraws  his  rays. 

To  the  wild  beach  distracted  flies. 
Or  cbeerlesft  to  the  desert  strays. 

Utt.  Bmtkkdge. 


^mrmm'-m 


^EPITAPH 

ON   A   LAI>T   WKO    DIED   OF   A   CONSTJMVTION 

AT  BftlSTOIi. 


Whoe'er^  like  me,  with  trembling  anguish  brings 
His  heart's  whole  treasure  to  these  healing  springs ; 
Whoe'er,  like  me,  to  sooth  disease  and  pain, 
These  healing  springs  has  visited  in  vain  ; 
Condemned,  like  me,  to  hear  the  &int  reply. 
To  mark  the  fading  cheek,  the  sinking  eye ; 
From  the  chill  brow  to  wipe  the  damps  of  dealh. 
And  watch,  in  dumb  despair,  the  shortening  breath  :•— 
If  chance  directs  him  to  this  artless  line. 
Let  the  sad  mourner  know  his  pangs  were  mine. 

Writien  hy  htr  Husband, 


m 
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HYMN  TO  HEALTH, 

O  BY  the  gentle  gales  that  blow 
Refreshing  from  the  mountain's  brow,. 
By  the  vermil  bloom  of  mom. 
By  the  dew-drop  on  the  thorn. 
By  the  sky-lark's  matin  lay. 
By  the  flowers  that  blooming  May 
Sprinkles  on  the  meads  and  hills. 
By  the  brooks  and  fuming  rills. 
Come,  smiling  Health,  and  ddgn  to  be 
Our  queen  of  rural  sports  and  glee. 
What  sudden  radience  gilds  the  skies ! 
What  warb'lings  from  the  grove  arise  ! 
A  breeze  more  odoriferous  blows ! 
The  stream  more  musically  flows  I 
A  brighter  smile  the  valley  wears ! 
And  lo !  the  lovely  queen  appears. 
O  Health,  I  know  thy  blue-bright  eye. 
Thy  dewy  lip,  thy  rosy  dye. 
Thy  dimpled  cheek,  thy  lively  air 
That  wins  a  smile  from  pining  care* 
Soft  pinion  d  gales  around  thee  breathe^ 
Perfuming  dews  thy  tresses  bathe. 
The  zone  of  Venus  girds  thy  waist. 
The  young  loves  flutter  round  thy  breast. 
And  on  thy  path  the  rose-wing'd  hours 
Scatter  their  variegated  flow'rs. 


163 

See !  the  nymphs  and  cv'iy  swain 

Mingle  in  thy  festive  train^ 

With  roguish  winks^  and  winning  smiles^  ^ 

And  whisp^ing  low,  and  dimpling  wiles,  ' 

And  many  a  tale,  devis'd  with  care. 

To  win  the  bashful  maiden^s  ear ; 

And  sweetly  soothing  blandishment. 

And  the  coy  air  of  half  consent ; 

And  joy,  and  rose-complexion'd  laughter. 

With  tott 'ring  footstep  following  after* 

Goddess,  ever  blythe  and  fair. 

Ever  mild  and  debonair. 

Stay  with  us,  and  deign  to  be 

Our  queen  of  rural  mirth  and  glee. 

Richardson's  Rural  Foam* 


TO  THE  VISIONS  OF  FANCY. 

JOear,  wild  illu»ons  of  creative  mind ! 

Whose  varying  hues  arise  to  Fancy*s  art. 
And,  by  her  magic  force  are  swift  combined 

In  forms  that  please,  and  scenes  that  touch  the  heart ; 
Oh !  whether  at  her  voice  ye  soft  assume 

The  pensive  grace  of  sorrow  drooping  low ; 
Or  rise  sublime  on  terror's  lofty  plume. 

And  shake  the  soul  with  wildly  thrilling  woe  i 

^2 
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Or,  sweetly  bright^  yoar  gayer  tints  ye  spread^ 
Bid  scenes  of  pleasure  steal  upon  my  view. 

Love  w^ve  bis  purpk  pini<xx»  o'er  my  bead^ 
And  wake  the  tender  thought  to  passioa  true : 

O!  stiO— ye  shadowy  forms !  attend  my  lonely  bours^ 

Still  chace  my  real  cares  witli  your  illusive  powers ! 

Romance  of  tke  Forests 


SONNET  TO  THE  ULY. 


Soft  silken  flow'r !  that  in  the  dewy  vale 
Unfolds  thy  modest  beauties  to  the  morn. 

And  breath'st  thy  fragrance  on  her  wand'ring  gale^ 
O'er  earth^s  green  hills  and  shadowy  vallies  bom : 

When  day  has  clos'd  his  dazzling  eye. 
And  dying  gales  sink  soft  away ; 

When  eve  steals  down  the  western  sky. 
And  mountains,  vales>  and  woods  decay; 

Thy  tender  cups,  that  graceful  swell. 
Droop  sad  beneath  her  chilly  dews ; 

Thy  odours  seek  their  silken  cell. 
And  twilight  veils  thy  languid  hues* 
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But  soon*  fair  flov/r  j  the  nMMn  shall  me, 
And  rear  agaia  thy  pensive  head ; 

Again  uDveilthj  snowy  dyes> 
Again  thy  Telvet  foliage  spread. 

Sweet  child  of  spring!  like  thee  in  sorrow's  shade^ 
Full  oft  I  mourn  in  tearsj  and  droop  forlorn : 

And  Oi  like  thine,  may  light  my  gloom  pervade^ 
And  sonow  fly  before  joy's  living  mom ! 

Romaitce  <kf  tkt  Forett* 


I"  I  ^1 


SONNET. 

Jmohn*8  beiuning  eyes  at  length  unclose^ 
And  wake  the  blushes  of  the  rose^ 
That  nil  night  long  oppressed  with  dews> 
And  veird  in  chilling  shades  its  hues. 
Reclined,  £;»iom,  the  languid  head^ 
And  sadly  sought  its  parent  bed ; 
Warmth  from  her  ray  the  tremUitig  ilow'r  derives. 
And,  sweetly  blushing  through  its  tears,  revives. 

'^  Morn's  beauoiiog  eyes  at  laigtfa  unck>se,** 
And  melt  the  tears  that  bei»d  the  rose ; 
But  can  their  charnm  supfMrees  the  sigh. 
Or  chase  the  tear  from  sorrow's  eye  f 
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Can  all  their  joyful  light  impart 
One  ray  of  peace  to  sorrow's  heart  ? 
Ah !  no ;  their  fires  her  feinting  soul  oppr< 
£ve*s  pensive  shades  more  soothe  her  meek  distress. 

Romattce  of  tik  Forest, 


TO  A  LADY  TEACHING  QUADRILLE. 

y 
?Y  HiLST  by  thy  chaii^  I  gazing  stand 

To  learn  to  win  b  vole," 
Thy  eyes,  thy  lips,  thy  .air,  thy  hand. 

From  cards  distract  my  soul. '  " 

Yet  what  avail  those  lips  to  praise. 

And  not  their  sweets  t6  prove ; 
Or,  fondly  on  those  eyes  to  gaze, 
.  Yet  meet  no  looks  of'  love? 

i   ■       •       .    . 

Thus  the  starv'd  beggar  Views,  with  ftighs. 

The  lofty  gilded  dome. 
Yet  hopes  not,  as  he  shiv'ring  lies,  . 

Within  it$  walls  to  come.  - 

If  thou  must  needs  instructress  tutn, 

O  teach  a  nobler  art,  ■ 
Teach  me  to  make  thy  bosom  bnm> 

And  melt  thy  frozen  heart. «  -      * 

Universal  Magazme, 
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SEEING  LIFE. 

•  A    SONG« 

As  yet  a  youth,  and  iiiibetray*4> 

I  sought  the  rural  throng ; 
The  purling  stream,  the  cooling  shade^ 

Inspir'd  my  artless  scHig. 
How  happy  then  each  moment  pass'd. 

No  envy,  passion,  strife, 
TUl  folly's  claud  my  mind  o'ercast. 

And  whisper'd  thus-^see  life ! 

Adieu  the  grovel  adieu  the  plain! 

Adieu  the  purling  stream ! 
No  more  your  charms  can  entertain^ 

No  more  must  be  my  th^ne: 
The  town  a  different  scene  will  prove. 

Where  pleasure's  always  rife; 
Where  bucks  and  bloods,  and  wine  and  love^ 

Fill  up  the  span  of  life. 

Hark !  Comus  calk  to  midnight  joys. 

Where  Circe  fills  her  cup; 
This  thought  alone  each  mind  employs, 

'^  £^ill  time  and  ke^  it  up.'* 
For  this  the  ctt  his  counter  quits. 

And  lonesome  leaves  his  wife. 
With  feots  and  noisy  wou'd-be  wits  ■ 

For  what  ? — for  seeing  life. 


168 

Yet  ah !  how  vain  this  strange  desire ! 

How  yagoe  the  joys  they  share ! 
The  bowl  enfeebles  nature's  fire^ 

And  folly  brings  forth  care. 
A  thousand  ilh  attendant  wait^ 

The  pistol^  sword^  or  koife^ 
And  all  the  hours  of  future  fate 

Are  kill'd  by  seeing  life. 

Adieu  the  town !  such  joys  I  leave 

To  spendthrifts^  knaves^  and  cheats ; 
For  decent  mirth  can  ne'er  deceive^ 

And  prudence  has  more  sweets. 
The  grove,  the  shade.  Til  seek  again. 

And  chuse  an  artless  wife. 
Content  to  grace  my  cot  shall  deign : 

Adieu  to  seeing  life. 


RETIREMENT. 


iHo  gorgeous  arch,  no  sweUing  dome. 
No  glitt'ring  turrets  grace  my  home ; 
No  sculptur'd  marble  seems  to  live. 
No  painter's  mimic  strokes  deceive ; 
No  gardens  here  by  skill  portray'd. 
No  smooth  canal,  no  vain  cascade ; 
No  tortur'd  trees  to  castles  rise. 
To  strike  the  sense  with  false  surprise : 


m 

^t  dl  the  sweets  kind  nature  yields, : 

Uaite  in  these  eiysiaii  fields : 

Where,  while  Aurorai  wanders  o'er. 

And  dew-drops  leaves  on  ev'iy  flowV, 

I  oft  with  Contemplation  stray. 

As  wav'ring  fancy  points  the  way  :— 

Perhaps  I  climb  the  hoary  hill. 

With  rapture  evVy  sense  to  fill. 

While  the  gay  feathered  warb^lidg  throng, 

Chaunt  merrily  their  matin  song  ; 

Then  seek  the  mossy  grot's  retreat. 

Where  sportive  echo  holds  her  seat. 

Responsive  to  each  stirring  breeze 

That  pants  amidst  the  rustling  trees. 

And,  when  the  glorious  god  of  day 

But  faintly  darts  his  feeble  ray, 

I  to  my  rustic  cot  repair, 

(Content  reigns  jovial  mistress  there)! 

And,  thro'  the  glade  of  yon  thick  wood, 

Tliere  view  the  noisy  headlong  flood 

Break  from  the  rugged  rock's  high  head. 

Then  sweep  along  the  verdant  mead. 

And,  winding  as  it  flows^  divide 

In  many  a  well-tim'd  tink'ling  tide. 

In  dusky  air  the  bat  now  whirls. 

Her  sable  curtain  night  unAirls ; 

And  mark  die  silver-rising  queen 

With  radiance  pale  illumes  the  scene— 

Th'  unwholesome  damps  forbid  my  stay  ; 

m  hie  me  home  the  shortest  way. 
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There  meet  refreshment's  friendly  aid. 
And,  when  my  debt  of  sleep  is  paid^ 
With  no  corroding  cares  opprest. 
Find  happiness  is  still  my  guest ! 

Universal  Magazine^ 


FEMALE  COURTSHIP. 

Two  or  three  looks  when  your  swain  wants  a  kiss, 
Two  or  three  no's  when  he  bids  you  say  yes ; 
Two  or  three  smiles  when  you  utter  the  no. 
Two  or  three  frowns  if  he  offers  to  go  ; 
Two  or  three  speeches  like  *^  ah  go  away ! " 
Two  or  three  times  you  must  hold  him  to  stay ; 
Two  or  three  laughs  when  astray  for  small  chat. 
Two  or  three  tears  tho'  you  cann't  tell  for  what ; 
Two  or  tliree  letters  when  vows  are  begun,  • 

Two  or  three  quarrels  before  you  have  done  ; 
Two  or  three  meetings  to  walk  here  and  there. 
Two  or  three  nights  to  the  court  house  repair; 
Two  or  three  dances  to  make  you  jocose. 
Two  or  three  hours  in  a  corner  sit  close ; 
Two  or  three  starts  when  he  bids  you  elope. 
Two  or  three  glances  to  intimate  hope ; 
Two  or  three  pauses  before  you  are  won. 
Two  or  4;hree  faintings  to  let  him  press  on. 
Two  or  three  sighs  when  you've  wasted  your  tears, 
Two  or  three  hems  when  the  chaplain  appears ; 
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Two  or  three  squeezes,  when  the  hand's  giv  n  away. 
Two  or  three  coughs  when  you  come  to  obey ; 
Two  or  three  courtesies  when  marriage  is  o'er. 
Two  or  three  honey's  discovering,  your  lover ; 
Two  or  three  steps  towards  the  bed-chamber  run. 
Two  or  three  kisses  tho'  ask'd  but  for  one. 
Two  or  three  lasses  may  have  by  these  rhymes 
Two  or  three  husbands,  tho'  hard  are  the  times. 

Sporting  Magazine. 


SONNET- 

O  SAG  BED  friendship  !  mild  and  gay. 
Who  to  the  regions  of  the  blest 

Hath  soar'd ;  and  left  mankind  a  prey 
To  fraud,  in  thy  resemblance  drest. 

Auspicious  hear,  and  hither  send 
Thy  sister  truth,  with  radiant  eyes. 

To  brand  the  false  professing  friend. 
Detected  in  the  lair  disguise : 

Or,  come  thyself,  and  reinspire 
The  purpose  candid  and  humane : 

Else  peace  and  order  will  retire. 
While  horror  and  confusion  reign.  , 

Don  Quixote^ 
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RETIREMENT. 

* 

Shook  from  the  ev*ning*s  fragrant  wings 

When  dews  impearl  die  grov^. 
And 'round  the  list'ning  valley  rings 

The  languid  voice  of  love ; 
Laid  on  a  daisynsprinkled  green. 

Beside  a  plaintive  stream, 
A  meek  ey'd  youth  of  serious  mien 

Indulg'd  this  solemn  theme* 

Ye  cliffs,  in  savage  grandeur  pil'd 

High  o'er  the  dark  ning  vale ! 
Ye  groves !  along  whoee  windings  wild 

Soft  steals  the  murmuring  gale ; 
Where  oft  lone  melancholy  strays. 

By  wilder'd  fancy  led. 
What  time  the  wan  moon^s  yellow  rays 

Stream  through  the  chequered  shade. 

To  you,  ye  wastes,  whose  artless  charms 

Ne'er  drew  ambition's  eye, 
'Scap'd  the  tumultuous  world's  alarms. 

To  your  retreats  I  fly. 
Deep  in  your  most  sequester'd  bower 

Let  me  at  laAt  recline. 
Where  solitude,  meek  modest  power. 

Leans  on  her  ivy'd  shrine. 
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How  shall  I  woo  thee^  matchless  fair ! 

Tby  envied  smile  how  win ! 
Thy  smile,  that  soothes  the  brow  of  care^^ 

And  stills  eachr  storm  within ! 
O  wilt  thou  to  thy  favorite  grove 

Thine  sirdent  votary  brings 
And  bles»  his  hoursj  and  bid  them  move 

Serene  on  siknt  wing  i 

There,  while  to  thee  glad  nature  pours 

Her  gently  warbKng  song. 
And  zephyr  frcxn  the  waste  ot  flaw'rs 

Wafts  sweet  perfumes  along; 
Let  no  rude  sound  invade  from  far. 

No  vagrant  foot  be  nigh, 
No  ray  from  grandeur  s  gilded  car 

flash  on  my  startled  eye. 

For  me,  no  more  the  path  invites 

Ambition  loves  to  tread  ; 
No  more  I  climb  life's  panting  heights. 

By  guileful  hope  misled : 
Leaps  my  fond  fluttering  heart  no  more 

To  joy's  enlivening  lay*— 
Soon  are  the  glittering  moments  o'er. 

So  each  gay  form  decays. 

Unwtnal  Magaxmt, 
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TO  MELANCHOLY. 


Spirit  of  love  and  sorrow,  hail  f 
Thy 'solemn  voice  from  for  I  hear^ 

Mingling  with  ev'nings  dying  gale ! 
Hail  with  this  sadly  pleasing  tear : 

O !  at  this  still  and  'lonely  hour^ 
Thine  own  sweet  honr  of  closing  day. 

Awake  thy  lute,  whose  charming  powt 
Shall  call  up  fancy  to  obey : 

To  paint  the  wild  romantic  dream. 

That  meets  the  poet*s  musing  eye> 
As  on  the  bank  of  shadowy  stream 
He  breathes  to  her  the  fervid  sigh. 

0  lonely  spirit!  let  thy  song 

Lead  nie  through  all  thy  sacred  h&udt ; 
The  minster's  moonlight  aisles  along; 
vWhere  spectres  raise  the  midnight  chiatint 

1  hear  their  dirges  faintly  swell. 

Then  sink  at  once  in  silence  drear. 

While  from  the  pillar'd  cloister's  cell 

Dimly  their  gliding  forms  appear ! 
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Lead  where  the  pine-woods  wave  on  high. 
Whose  pathless  sod  is  darkly  seen. 

As  the  cold  moon,  with  trembling  eye 
Darts  her  long  beams  the  leaves  between. 

Lead  to  the  mountain's  dusky  head. 
Where,  far  below,  in  shade  profound. 

Wide  forests,  plains,  and  hamlets  spread, 
Atid  sad  the  chimes  of  vesper  sound. 

Or,  guide  me  where  the  dashii^  oar 
Just  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  vale, 
.,  As  slow  it  tracks  the  winding  shore. 
To  meet  the  ocean's  distant  sail : 

To  pebbly  banks^  that  Neptune  laves 
'  With  raeasur'd  surges,  loud  and  deep ; 
Where  the  dark  cliff  bends  o'er  the  waves. 
And  wild  the  winds  of  Autumn  sweep. 

There  pause  at  midnight's  spectred  hour. 
And  list  the  long-resounding  gale ; 

And  catch  the  fleeting  moonlight's  pow'r 
O'er  foaming  seas  and  distant  sail ! 

Afine  Radcliffe, 
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SONNET  TO  THE  MOON. 

Queen  of  the  silver  bow  !-^by  tby  pale  beam> 
Alone  and  pensive,  I  delight  to  stray. 

And  watch  thy  shadow  trembling  in  the  streaai^ 
Or  mark  the  floating  cloads  that  cross  thy  way. 

And  while  I  gaze,  thy  mild  and  placid  light 
Sheds  a  soft  calm  upon  my  troubled  breast ;  ' 

And  oft  I  tfaink-^fair  planet  of  the  night,    . ,.  * ' 
That  ia  thy  orb  the  wretched  may  have  r^t. 

The  sufferers  of  the  earth  perhaps  may  go^ 
Released  by  death — to  thy  benignant  sphere ; 

And  the  sad  children  of  despair  and  woe  ^ 
Forget  itt  thee,  iheir  cap  of  sorrow  here. 

Oh  !  that  I  soon  may  reach  thy  world  serene^ 

Poor  wearied  pilgrim— *}n  this  toiling  scene  ! 


'« 
"^i. 


LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  A  FALtilS  LEAF. 

«  * 

JPale  wither'd  wand'rer,  seek  not  here  ' 

A  refuge  from  the  ruthless  sky :  \ 

This  breast  affords  no  happier  cheer 
Than  the  rude  blighting  blast  you  fly. 


I 

1 

I 
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Cold  is  the  atmosphere  of  grief. 

When  storms  ai$sail  the  barren  breast ; 

Go,  then,  poor  exile,  seek  relief 
In  bosoms  wliere  the  heart  has  r^t. 

Or  fall  upon  th'  oblivious  ground. 
Where  silent  sorrows  buried  lie ; 

There  rest  is  surely  to  be  found» 
Or  what,  alas  !  to  hope  have  I  i 

Where,  sepulchred  in  peace,  repose 
.  In  yonder  field  the  village  dead. 
Go,  seek  a  shelter  among  those 

Who  all  their  mortal  tears  have  shed* 

< 
But  if  thou  com  St  a  sibyl's  leaf. 

Such  as  did  erst  high  truths  declare. 
To  tell  me  soon  shall  end  my  grief, 

I  bless  tlie  omen  that  you  bear. 

Por  sure  you  tell  me  that  my  woe 

An  end  like  tliine  at  length  shall  have ; 

That  wan  like  thee,  and  wasted  so, 
I  sink  to  the  forgetftil  grave : 

Then  come,  thou  i&essenger  of  peace ! 

Come,  lodge  within  this  troubled  breast. 
And  lie  there  till  we  both  shall  cease 

To  seek  in  v«in  for  nature's  rest. 

tC  ChurliHtc  Smith, 
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LINES  WRITTEN  IN  AN  INN. 

^IV^HEN  early  the  sun  sinks  in  winter  to  bed. 
And  the  western  horizon  gleams  faintly  with  red ; 
When  the  misis  of  the  evening  rise  thick  from  tJieVales^ 
As  darkness  creeps  onj  and  hushed  silence  prevails ; 
At  th' approach  of  night  s  gloom  o'er  tjie  rest  of  his  course, 
The  traveller  mourns  for  hi^ps^lf  and  his  horse. 
And  bewails  his  hard  fate^  forc'd  alone  thus,  and  weary; 
His  way  to  pm'sue  through  roads  dirty  and  dx^eary. 

But  when  safe  in  his  inn,  and  his  hpr^  at  the  maiiger. 
How  snug  he  reflects  o^n  past,d&i'knc;s^  and  danger! 
His  fire  now  so  warm  is,  his  steak  so  well  dress'd ;        » 
His  wine  (gin  and  sloe-juice)  so  truly  the  best; 
The  warming-pan  i;i^dy,,and  Mplly  so  svveetl 
The  armVl  chair  so  easy,  the  b^drroom  ^,neat;     > 
So  gratefully  slumber  eocirdqs  bi»  brow ! ,      ./ 
No  hero  more  blest  than  our  traveller  now  ! 

Can  an  inn,  then,  such  ijoqufort  impart,  'midst  the  squall 
Of  waiter!  boots!  chamber;];iiaid!  ositler!  and  all,?? 
Par  from  home,  .far  from  sppuse,  far  from  children,  and 

friend. 
Can  the  traveller  fancy  all  care  at  an  end  ? 
The  reason  my  muse  in  few.  words  shall  explf^n— 
To  contrast  we  owe  all  our  plea$ure,and  pain :     . 
For  cause  and  effect  are  confounded  in  jthis^.  > 
That  bliss  leads  to  woe,  and  then— woe  leads  to  bliss. 

From  a  MS* 
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A  WHISPER  TO  THE  HEART. 

A     MORNING     REFLECTION     IN     SPBINO. 

On  yonder  btok  a  teaateotis  flotrei* 

Lifts  its  fair  form  to  meet  the  springs 
•  Hails  early  sunshine's  genial  powety 
Soft  airs  that  vernal  breezes^  brings 

Too^lovely,  tender  plant!  beware. 
The  world's  a  treach  rous,  cruel  clime ; 

JTdW  sun-beam'd  zephyrs  sport  in  air. 
Now  frost  and  storms  deface  the  prime. 

r 

How  happy,  had  I  power  to  shidd 

From  each  chill  blasti  each  boiiHVous  wind; 
Or,  gently  ihke  wbiit  thou  migfat^t  yield. 

And  fondly  in  my  bosom  bind ! 

•  .......         .J  ,  ^. 

Alas !  beyond  my  hope  to  reach. 
And  foi^  my  guardian  care  too  high. 

In  vain  my  longing  arms  {  stretch. 
Admire,  and  love,  and  gaze,  and  sigh  ! 

Yet  may  no  season^s  changing  gloom 

Thy  native  elegance  restrain  ; 
No  riide  hand  teach  thine  op'ning  bloom     ' 

To  sink  into  itself  again* 

''       •  •--  -N-2I  -    -■■    '  -      - 
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Without^  no  baneful  blast  invade^ 
ConcealM  no  inward  canker  prey ; 

TiU  all  tbj  cfnims  are.fuH  disglajdj    . 
And  flourish  in  the  face  of  day. 

Then  toay  trtime  happier  hid»d  thttn  n^t, 
A$  firm,  as  fond>  as  void  of  art> 

With  his  thy  future  fate  entwine>, 
And  Wear  tk^  nearest  to  hp  hearts 

An  old  Magazine^ 
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O  T3KX  those  tears !  like  melted  ore,. 

Fast  dropping  on  my  hi^nri  they  fall : 
Think,  think  no  more  of  me ;  no  more 

The  memory  of  .past  %cehes  reeaJK 

On  a  wild  sek  of  passion  tost, 

I  split  upon  the  fatal  ^helf ; 
friendship  and  love  at  once  are  lost. 

And  now  1  wish  to  lose  myself. 

Liofiil  and  ClaHsta, 


1^1 


SONG  TO  Trii;  JfigpriNGALE. 

0H  c€^i$e  Ay  fipog,  sweet  Pb^Qinvel ! 

]^  HiashM  the  voices  ^of  ^Ne  grove. 
Let  only  Wmg  ^ep^'^9  WieJli 

To  waft  my  sigto  to  ttiosi  J  loye.Trr 

Ah  npj  sireet  bjxiil  *l?y ^ttjri?^ prd|?W» 
And  450MI*  Jiin>  iVttbi^  t|)  flay  bf ga*t ; 

AllvH^e  him  with  tji^y  m^c  isfifi^ 
By  l$>yie  .^  %fi|s  ^i^  ,tf>  ,^  W^J. 

%e€(t  «iclQdy  ythe  49iwd  iWfffies, 

And  m^hdyy,  mf^  ^¥f^p  ^  ^^^^  • 
Endbaat  ^a  hi#  9)»y  «^  desi^^ 
'  TiQ;lQ(p9tijie.ft.l!^ve^he«|i9e;»   - 


♦  s^ 


Sweet  FWofl^li ^Wc^g *by U., 

Aecords^Q^t  to  j|i  lijve/s  bi^aftt, 
And  hi^r  ^hanii  Huy  /^b^pt  ?^i^ipr 

By  loyis .c^ ^}3k|fr  apd tp ^ble^t. 

;i*   '  .    Monthly  Review. 
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;     IfALLAD. 

t 

IDARit  wad  tbfe  night,  the  (Children  slept, 

PbbF  Mary  clito'd  the  cottage  stair^ 
And  at  het  chamber  Window  wept,  . 
-  And'pliac'd  a  little  taper  there.^ 

'^  Why  does  he  tii'ry  thus?"  she  cried,      - 
^^  Alas !  what  pains  d6  i  eftdure  t  * 

Heavens  gif tot  this  taper  be- his  guide, 
Andleadliim  saf^^  ax^ross  tbemoor^^ 

At  length  his  well  knowii-^dic^  she  hearst^  ^ 
''  He  comes,  riiy'  terror  td  remoTe ! 

My  William  comes  'to  4ry  my  tears :  '* 
And'  dowii  she  flie^  to  meet  her  love. 

WiUiam  all  pale  and  bloody  stood; 

Sigh'd  out  *'ala$  no  more  we  meet! 
I'm  stab Vd  by  robbers  in  the  wood." 

Then  fell  a  corse  at  Mary's  feet. 

Coleman. 
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LINES 

FOUNB   IN    A    BOILER   FACING   THE   SOUTH. 

Soft  x^heriib  of  the  Bouihem  breeze^ 
Oh !  thou^  whose A^oice  i  love  tahear> 

When  lingMug  thro-*  the  mstiittg  trees. 
With  leRgtbea'd  sighs  it  sooths miiieear : 

Oh !  tboy,  whose  fon4  embrace  to  meet. 
The  young  spring  all  enamour'd  fliesj^ 

And  robs  thee  of  thy  hisses  sweet:. 
And  oathee  pour^s  her  laugbtag  eyes!; 

Thou,  at  whose  call  the  light.fays  start. 

That,  siknt  in  their  hidden  bow.V 
Lie  penciling  with  tend*rest«it. 

The  blossom  thi^  and  infant  flQw'r  I 

Soft  chenib  of  the  scmthem  breease^ 

Oh ! .  if  aright  I  tune  the  reed,, 
Which  thus- thine  ear  would  hope  to  please. 

By  simple  layy  and  bumb^  meed ; 

And  if  aright,  with  anxious  zeal. 
My  willing  hands  this  bow'r  have  made. 

Still  let  this  bowV  thine  influenXie  feel. 
And  be  its  gloom  thy  fav'rite  shade ! 


1S« 

For  thee,  of  all  the  cherub  train, 
Alooe  my  votive  mul^  Irould  woo. 

Of  all  tliat  skim  alon^  the  main. 

Or  walk  at  dawn  yon  mountains  blue  ; 

Of  all  that  shimher^d  in  the  gmve^ 
Or  pkylul  urge  the  gossamer'^  flight> 

Or  down  the  vale  or  streamlet  oiove. 
With  wfaiiper  foft  aod  pioioa  light.  .  .  < 

I  court  tbeej  tfavc/  the  gUmih  mg  »n 

Whoa  mofming  Bpriiigs  from  «kn»iiftt:s  ^1> 

And  waving  ticigfat  ha  gdldiea  hatr^ 
Stands  tip-toe' on  ywfteatterniatt.  * 

I  courtttbcfe,  when  at  noon  redio'd^ 
I  watch  the  murmiiring  insect  throng 

In  many  an  airy  spiral  wind. 
Or  sil^t  xdilnii  4he  feaf  aiongw 

I  court  thee>  when  the  flow  Vets  doae. 
And  drink  no  move  receding  Jighi; ; 

And  when  calm  eve  to  soft  repose 
Sinks  oa  'the  jbosom  of  the  nights 

And,  when  beiiieath  the  moon's  pale  heam, 
Alohe  -mid  sliadowy  rocks  I  ix>am. 

And  waking  visions  round  aae  gleam 
Of  brings  And  of  worlds  to  <:0me.  . . 
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Smooth  gKdes  -^iib  thee  my  pensive  hour. 
Thou  wiurfii'st  to  life  my.  laoguid  miud ; 

Thou  chf^r*8t  a  frame  with  genial  powV^ 
That  dvoopa  in  ev'ry  xiukr  wiod. .        .    • 

« 

Breathe,  chentb !  faretfl^<e !  Once  soft  and  mrardi, 
Liioe  tbi9€^  the  gale  of  fortuae  blew ; 

How  has  the  desohiting  slorm 
Swept  all  I  ga^cVi  oa  from  <n^  view ! 

Unseen,  naknown,  I  wait  my  dooiii. 

The  bamits  of  men  incK^aDi  fleecy 
Hold  to  my  iheart  a  listless  gloorn. 

And  j^  but  in  themuse  aod  thee.   . 

Monthly  ReviciD^ 


TH£  DREAM. 

St  ay,  gentle  sptiit  of  the  fiigb t,. 

Oh !  fly  not  thti9-*"»ia  ^y  stay* ! 
I  sicken  at  returning  light ; 

Pr(Jong  my  ^rcsaiMy  fopbid  the  dajr . 

Sleeping,  I  thought  my  Myra  fair 
Hung  fondly  on  my  arm  reclin*d^ 

Nor  felt  awhile  my  heart  aware. 
The  maid  had  ever  been  unkind.    . 


L 
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Still  seems  her  form  my  sight  to  bless. 
To  smile  and  linger  on  my  view— - 

Still  «eems  her  gentle  hand  to  press ; 
Still  speak  her  eyes  of  liquid  blne« 

Still  vibrate  on  my  hst'ning  ears,      ^     - 
The  murmors  thut  coofess'd  her  kind; 

Still  in  mine  eyejs  the  trembling  tears, 
Wiak'd  by  her  tendertveas,  J  find. 

The  sighs  that  fimu  her  bo$<Mn  stole^^ 
Even  now  my  ravish'd  senses  fire ; 

My  pqlses  throb,  -and  all  my  «oul 
Aches  with  regret,  and  fond  de^ii^* 

Hear,  spirit  kind !  thy  suppliant  hear,    ^ 
Again  my  longing  eyes  I  close ; 

Oh !  prompt  again  the  vision  dear. 
And  let  me  ever  thus  repose. 

Ah !  know,  that  to  thy  shadowy  aid. 
Thy  mimic  pow'r,  my  breast  must  owe 

The  only  joy  the  cruel  maid 
Will  ever  on  my  love  bestow. 

CrUkal  Rttica. 
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•••••• 

MY  NATIVE  HOME. 

O'bK' breezy  hiI1>  or  wootUnnd  glade. 
At  morning  dawn,  or  closing  "day. 

In  summer's  flaunting  p^ntp  airfly'ti. 
Or  pensive  m^onlight^s  silver  grey. 

The  wretch  in  sadness  still  shdli  roam. 

Who  wanders  iVom  his  native  bodie/ 

r 

While  at  the  foot  of  some  old  tree. 
As  Bfteditation  sooths  hid  mind,   * 

r  T 

Luird  by  the  hum  of  wand'ring  bee. 
Or  rippling  streanni,  or  whisp'riog  wind. 

His  vagrant  fancy  still  shall  roam^ 

And  lead  him  to  bis  native  home. 

•  - 

Tho'  love  a  fragrant  couch  may  weave, 
And  fortune  heap  the  festive  board. 

Still  mem'ry  oft  would  turn  to  grieve. 
And  reason  scorn  the  splendid  hoard  ; 

While  he  beneath  the  proudest  dome, 

Wou'd  languish  for  his  native  home* 

To  him  the  rushy  roof  is  dear. 
And  sweetly  calm  the  darkest  glen ; 

While  pomp,  and  power,  and  pride  appear. 
At  best,  the  glitt'ring  plagues  of  men ; 

Unsought  by  those  that  never  roam. 

Forgetful  of  their  native  home. 
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Let  me  to  summer  shades  retire 
With  tneditatjon^  and  the  mp$e ; 

Or  round  the  social  winter  fire. 
The  glow  of  temperM  loirth  diffi^ : 

Tho'  winds  may  howl,  and  waters  foaoi^ 

I  still  shall  Uess  my  native  home. 

And  oh !  when  youth's  extatic  hour. 
And  passion's  glowing  uppa  are  pa^t ; 

Should  age  behold  tlie  tempest  low'r. 
And  sorrow  blow  its  keenest  bla^t ; 

My  shade  no  iQpgerdpom'd  to  i:Ofbm, 

Shall  $4x4  tJbe  grav.^  ^  peace&l  hp^ie^ 


STANZAS. 


'■ «' 


jCAREWELL^vdear  Glenow^en !  adieu  to  th^  tnowtai&s^ 
.  Where  oft  I  have  wander'd  to  welcome  the  day  ^  "'- 
Farewell  to  thy  forests,  thy  cryBt^Hine  fpiiqitdih^      ' 

Which  stray  tiiro'  the  vaHey>  and  mban  ^  l^ey  hMj: 
O'er  wide  foamy  waters  I'laa  desttn*<d  ti^  tiavrf^- 

A  poor^  .simple  exi]e,  forlorn  and  unkniown  5 
Yet  while  the  dark  fates  shall  my  fortiine  unravel 

My  tlioughts,  my  affections,  shall  still  be  thy  own. 


Thy  cideft^  proud  ClalUaj  thy  wide  spreading  treasures^ 

Thy  vallies^  where  nature  luxuriantly  roves. 
May  bid  the  hearty  dimcin^  to  fancy  s  wild  measures. 

Forget,  for  a  moment,  its  own  native  groves : 
Bat  where  is  the  bosom  that  sighs  not  in  sanoyr. 

Estranged  from  dear  objects,  to  wander  alone; 
Still  cotttitiQg  the  moments,  from  morrow  to  morrow, 

A  poor  weary  traveller,  lost  and  unknown  i 

Sweet  vistas  of  myrtle,  and  paths  of  gay  rose^. 

And  hilb  deck'd  with  villeyards,  and  wpadlands  with 
^hade. 
Fresh  banks  of  young  vilets  where  fencyjeposeSf 

And  courts  gentle  slumbers  her  visions  to  aid  ; 
Tbe  dark  silent  grotto,  the  soft-flowing  fountains. 

Where  nature's  own  music  slow  murmurs  along ; 
Tlie  sun-beams  that  dance  on  thepine-cover*d  mountains> 

May  waken  to  rapture  their  own  native  throng. 

Bat  thou,  dear  Glenowen !  canVt  bring  sweeter  pleasure, 

AH  barreti  and  bleak  as  thy  summits  appear; 
And  though  thou  can*st  boast  of  no  rich  gaudy  treasure. 

Still  memory  traces  thy  charms  with  a  tear !  ' 

The  ke^n  blapt  may  howl  o^er  thy  valiies  and  mountiuns. 

And  strip  the  rich  verdure  that  maptleseach  tree; 
And  winter  may  biAd  in  close  fetters,  the  fountains. 

But  AtiU  thou  art  dear>  O  Glenowen !  to  me.  ,  ^ 

Wdninghtah* 
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THE  EXILE. 


JcA  REWEJ.  t>  ob  native  Spain !  farewell  for  ever  t 
These  bamsh'ij  eyes  shall  view-  thy  coast  no  more  ; 

A  mournful  presage  tells  my  heart  that  never 
Gouzalvo's  steps  again  shall  press  thy  shore. 


Hush'd  Ate  the  winds'  ^  while  soft  the  vessel  sailing 
With  gentle  motion^  plows  th'  unruf9ed  maibj 

I  feel  my  bosomV  boasted  courage  foiling^ 
And  curse -tl)e  Wfives  which  bear  me  far  fropi  Spab. 

I  see  it  yet !  Beneath  yon  blue  clear  heavea ' 
Still  do  the  spires^  so- well  belov^d^  appear. 

From  ybnder  ci'aggy  point  the  gale  of  ^veu* 
Still  wafts  my  native  accents  to  my  ear; 

Propp'd  on  sonae  m6ss-^rown*d  rock,  and  gaily  ^ngul^j 
There  in  the  sun  his  nets  tixe  fislier  dries ; 

Oft  have  I  heard  the  plaintive  ballad,  bringing 
Scenes  of  past  joys  before  my  sorrowing  eyes. 

Ah !  happy  swain  f  he  waits  the  a:ccustom'd  hour. 
When  twilight  gloom  obscures  the  closing  sky; 

Then  gladly  seeks  his  lov'd  paternal  bovver. 
And  shares- the  feast  his'  native'  fields  supply. 
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Triendsltip  and'  love,  his  cottage  guests^  receive  htm 
With  honest  welcome,  and  with  smile  sincere  ^ 

No  threat  ning  woes  of  present  joys  bereave  him,  . 
No  sigh  bis  bosom  owns,  his  cheek  no  tear. 

Ah !  happy  swain!  such  bliss  to  me  denying, 
Forjtyne  thy  lot  with  envy  bids  me  view^ 

Me^  who  frooL  home  and  Spain  aa  exile  flying>^ 
Bid  all  I  yalue^  all  I  love^  adieu* 

No  more  mine,  ear  shall  H^t  the  well-known  ditty. 
Sung  by  foine  mountain-girl  who  tends  her  gootSj 

Some  village-swain  imploring  am*rous.  pity, 
.  Or  shepherd  .ch^liting.  wild  his  rustic  Qotes* ., 

No  more  my,  arms  ^  parent's  fond  i^mbraces. 
No  more  my  heart  domestic  calm  must  know ; 

Far  from  these  joy;3,  with  siglis  which  mem'ry  ti'ace^ 
To  sultry  skies  and  distant  dimes  I  go* :     . 

Wher^  Ind^.suns  engeiider.new  diseases. 
Where  snakps  and  tigers  breed,  I  bend  my  way. 

To  brave  the  feverish  thirst  no  art  appeases. 
The  yellow  plague,  and  madd  ning  blaze  of  day. 

Bat  not  to  feel  slow  pangs  consume  my  liver. 
To  die  by  jiiece-meal  in  the  bloom  of  age. 

My  boiling  blood  drank  by  insatiate  fevevy 
And  brain  delirious  with  the  day-star'$^i:age. 
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Can  make  me  know  such  grief^  as  thus  to  aever^ 
With  many  a  bitter  sigh,  dear  land  !  from  thee; 

To  feel  this  heart  must  doat  on  thee  for  ever. 
And  feel  that  all  thy  joys  are  torn  fi'om  me ! 

Ah  me !  how  oft  will  fancy's  spells  in  slumber 
Recall  my  native  country  to  my  mind. 

How  oft  regret  wiU  bid  me  sadly  number 

Each  lost  delightj  and  dear  friend  left  behind ! 

Wild  Murcia*s  vales  and  lov*d  romantic  bowers. 
The  river  on  whose  banks  e  child  I  play'd. 

My  castle*s  ancient  halls,  its  frowning  towers, 

£ach  much*regretted  wood,  and  wett-Jcnown  glade. 

Dreams  of  the  land  where  all  my  wishes  centre. 
Thy  scenes  which  I  am  doom'd  no  more  to  know, 

Full  oft  shall  memVy  trace,  my  soul's  tormentor. 
And  turn  each  pleasure  past  to  present  woe. 

But  lo !  the  sun  beneath  the  waves  retires ; 

Might  speeds  apace  her  empire  to  restore ! 
Clouds  from  my  sight  obscure  the  village  spires. 

Now  seen  but  faintly,  and  now  seen  no  more. 

Oh !  breathe  not,  winds !  Still  be  the  water's  motion ! 

Sleep,  sleep,  my  bark,  in  silence  on  the  main ! 
So,  when  to-morrow's  light  shall  gild  the  ocean. 

Once  more  smne  eyes  shall  see  the  court  of  Spain* 
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Vain  is  tke  msb !  niy  last  petition  seomiiig. 
Fresh  Uciws  the  gjaie,  and  hi^  the  bUIowt  swell ; 

Par  shall  we  be  befoce  ibe  break  of  momiag : 
Oh !  thea^  for  eser/iuttm  Spain,  femewelL 
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SONNET  TO  THE  BLACKBIRD. 

Sw  E£T  msnatrel  of  the  vooal  grove^ 
<%  thou !  whose  song  I  love  to  faeat^ 

In  carol  sw^eet^  the  riate  of  love 
StiM  fiweiMng  oq  my  n^itar^d  iear; 

At  early  dawn^  at  partiftg  day, 

I'll  listen  to  thy  amVous  tale» 
(Thy  song  shall  Well  my  walk  repay)j 

And  give  my  sorrows  to  the  gale. 

Exalting  beats  my  thvobbing  heart. 

My  breast  with  quicker  transport  gloWSj 
Theigldomy  scenes  .of  life  .depart,  ' 
•  And  sooth  my  soul  to  sweet  repose; ' 

0«ay  *hy  melte,  sweet  bird !  return 
-^^B^  fondness  with  a  lover's  care. 
Her  :breast  with  equal  fondness  bum, 
;  llue4Joji»  jof  life  Awtli  thee  to  share. 

o 
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Her  wannth  the  infant  brood  shaQ  fbrni^ 

~Tby  song  shall -sooth  her  patient  breast^ 
Whilst  shelter  d  from  the  sudden  storm 
They  linger  in  the  cky-built  nest. 

nil  time,  with  soft  maternal  aid^ 

llieir  full-fledg*d  pinions  shall  display^ 

In  all  their  glossy  plumes  arrayd^ 
Impatient  of  the  long  delay. 

And  when  allurM  to  distant  skies^ 
Thy  fondness  chirps  a  long  adieu. 

Fond  bird !  with  them  thy  pleasure  flies^  ' 
But  with  them  fly— thy  sorrofws  too;  -. 

C.S. 
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VERSES 


'  « 


TO    A   FKIEND   ON   "BTS    i^ARRlA'0E. 


On  thee,  blest  youth,  a  father*s  hand  confers 
The  maid  thy  earliest^  fondest  wishes  knew. 

Each  soft  enchantment  of  the  soul  is  hers ; 
Thine  be  the  joys  to  firm  attachment  due* 
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As  on  she  moves  widi  hesitating  grace^ 
She  wins  assuiance  from  hrs  soothing  voice ; 

And,  with  a  look  the  pencil  could  not  trace. 
Smiles  thip'  her  blushes,  and  confirou  tbe*choic€* 

Sp?ire  the  fine  tremors  of  her  fe^lmg  frame !  .  / 
To  thee  she  turns^-forgiye  a  viigiti*s  fears ! 

To  thee  she  turns,  with  surest,  tenderest  claim,  . 
Weakness  that  charms,  reluctance  that  endeam* 

At  each  respoiv^  the  sacred  rite  requires,         I 
From,  her  fiill  bosom  bursts  the  unbidden  sigh, 

A  strange  mysterious  awe  the  scene  inspires ; 
And  on  her  lips  the  trembling  accents  die. 

O'er  her  fair  face  what  wild  emotions  play ! 

What  lights  and  shades,  in  sweet  confusion  blend! 
Soon  shall  they  fly,,  glad  harbingers  of  day. 

And  settled  sunshine  on  her  soul  desc^id. 

Ah  goon  thine  own  confedt,  extati c  thought. 
That  hand  shall  strew  each  flinty  path  witli  flowers ; 

And  those  blue  eyes,  with  mildest  lustre  fraught. 
Gild  the  calm  current  of  domestic  hours. 

From  a  MS* 
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A  GIPSY  BALLAD. 

A.  WANBEBiKO  Gipsy,  surs,  am  I, 

From  Norwood,  where  we  oft  complain^ 

With  ipany  a  tear  and  many  a  sigh. 
Of  blustering  winds  and  rasbing  rain. 

No  roonu  so  fine,  nor  gay  attire^ 
Amid  our  humble  shed  appear. 

Nor  oeds  of  down,  nor  blaung  fire. 
At  night  our  shivering  limbs  to  cheer. 

Alas!  no  frioids  come  near  our  cot ! 

The  red-breasts  only  find  the  way. 
Who  fpyrt  tbdr  aU«-*«  simple  Bote,««  ^ 

At  peep  of  morn,  and  parting  day. 

But  fortunes  here  I  come  to  tell; 

Then  yield  me,  gentle  sir,  your  hand;— ^ 
Amid  those  Hows  what  thousands  dwell ! 

And  bless  me  what  a  heap  of  land ! 

This  surely,  sir,  must  pleasing  be. 

To  hold  such  wealth  in  evVy  line ! 
Try,  pray  now  try,  if  you  can  see 
A  little  treasure  lodged  in  mine. 

Holding  oat  her  hand. 

Peter  Pmd§r. 
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TO  A  LADY  WHO  HAD  LOST  HER  GARTER. 

B^  a  Grentkmam  gamg  to  tie  JVeei  Indiu. 

Celia,  the  capdre  garter's  mine, 
'Tis  ali  my  faithful  love  could  gain ; 

And  can'st  thou  ask  me  to  resign 
The  only  bliss  that  crowns  my  pain  ? 

As  soon  the  soldier  who  has  run 
Tbro'  fields  of  death  to  gather  fame. 

As  soon  shall  lay  his  laurePs  down. 
And  all  his  dear-bought  praise  disclaim. 

The  garter  is,  and  shall  be  mine. 
Shall  lose  the  bliss  it  had  from  you ; 

And  bear  the  task  that  Fd  enjoin 
On  thee,  wert.thou  my  captive  too. 

It  shall  upon  my  bosom  heave. 

Or  clasp  me  in  a  soft  embrace ; 
But  if  you  at  its  fortune  grieve. 

Retrieve  its  doom,  and  take  ils  place* 

Ah  no!,  with  cold  indiff'rence  you 
Can  hear  my  sighs>  and  see  my  pain ; 

Superior  to  my  humble  love. 
Too  generous  to  shew  disdain. 
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When  distant  from  my  native  land. 

From  dearer  tbee  I  lonely  go; 
The  garter  shaJl  my  steps  attend, 

A  silent  witness  of  my  woe. 

Divided  from  its  other  half, 

•  Sad  emblem  of  my  own  distress; 

*  Twill  calmly  hear  what  bashful  lov6 

To  you  durst  ne'er  presume  t' express. 

And  when  at  last  som^  noxious  gale> 
Blown  from  the  bleak  Atlantic  wave> 

Or  rising  from  the  Indian  fens, 
3hall  by  me  in  my  silent  grave; 

It  shall  present  you  to  my  view,  •  • .' 

To  arm  me  'gainst  the  dread  of  death; 
Shall  hear  me  fondly  talk  of  you,        '  •^    ' 
> ::  Andhless  you  with  my.  latest  bi^ath. 

Gentleman*^  Alagazine, 


ODE  TO  GOm'ENT. 

To  thee,  mild  source  of  bomefelt' jay  1  f 
*  To  thee  i  vow  this  artless  lay, 
For,  nymph  divine !  no  cares  alloy,    . 
No  griefs  poUute  thy  halpyon  clay. 
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Though  soft  die  moon  her  mellow  light 
O'er  yonder  mould'ring  tow'r  hath  shed^ 

Though  soft  as  sleeps  her  beam  on  nighty 
Yet  softer  sleeps  thy,  peaceful  head. 

For  thee^  the  fairy  sprite  of  mom. 
Her  sweetj  her  varied  dream  shall  weave ; 

For  .thee,  thy  wood-girt  thatch  adorn. 
The  cabxi,  the  golden  light  of  eve.    : 

J"  or  thee,  the  cool  stream  murm'ring  slow. 
The  green,  the  winding  vale  along ; 

For.thee,  where  yondea:  wild  pines  grow> 
The  maadea  breathes  her  village  song. 

When  wilt  thou  haunt  .my  straw-roof 'd  cot. 
When  wilt  thou  bless  my  longing  aims. 

When  .shall  I  claim  thy  lonely  lot. 
When  shall  I  sliare  t^  modest  charms  ? 

I  ne^r  wiH  ask  of  purple  pride. 
Her  gems  that  idly  fire  the  night. 

The  gems  that  o'er  her  tresses  wide 
In  lustTjef. fling  theilr  garisb  light. 


Nor  will  I  ask  of  power  to  whirl,  » 
In  terror  cloth'd,  the  scythed  car ; 

And,  mad  with  ftiiy,  shout  to  burl 
The  dark,  the  deadly  spear  of  war» 
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Tlien  coiiu>>  my  Ittde  chrelUiig  ahare^ 
A  dwdling  blest,  ff  shar'd  with  the^. 

Far  firom  the  proud,  from  pining  care, 
Fiom  guilt  and  pale«ey*d  sorrow  free. 

Ah !  let  the  great  by  error  led. 

To  many  a  gorgeous  city  fiy. 
More  blest  with  thee  to  eat  my  hetad 

In  peace  and  hvoible  privacy. 

Mote  blest  to  ro^re  the  heath  along. 

At  grey-clad  eve,  from  labour  won. 
To  Ikt  the  wood«lark's  plaintive  song, 
.  And  wilful  watch  the  settiDg  sua* 

More  blest  by  oak,  that,  ckft  alone^ 
Flings  o'er  the  stream  his  mossHhang  bought 

As  swells  the  blast  in  rougher  tone. 
To  mark  the  mild  wave  dash  below. 

More  blest  nigh  yonder  darkling  dell. 
Where  sleeps  the  bard  by  &me  forgot. 

Of  many  a  love-lorn  grief  to  tell. 
And  .mourn  till  morn  his  cheerless  lot. 

But,  oh !  far  happier,  if  at  night. 
As  onward  rolls  the  saddning  mom, 

I  meet  thy  blue  eye's  glist'ning  light, 
I  press  thy  gently  yielding  form. 
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Sweet  as  the  first  drawn  sigh  of  loye> 
Content^  thou  mild^  thou  meek-ey'd  maid ! 

Above  bright  pow'r,  gay  weakh  above, 
To  thee  my  willing  vows  be  paid. 

Monthly  Reokwrn 


TO  THE  BLACKBIRD, 

All  hail,  lovely  songster !  sweet  muse  of  the  grove! 

With  plumage  so  jetQr,  and  golden  bill,  hail ! 
With  pleasure  I  hear  thy  soft  numbers  of  love, 

Enmi  the  green  budding  hasd&^bush,  float  on  the  gale. 

« 

Ikj  melodious  inflection's  the  peasants*  delight. 
As  they  wander^  inhaling  the  sweets  of  the  morn, 

Wliere  the  steep  purple  woodlands  the  lover  invite, 
To.breathe  his  warm  vows  'neath  the  thiok  blooming 
thorn. 

0!  ne^er  in  those  shades  may  the  clarion  of  «war. 
Nor  discord  domestic,  or  faction  be  found. 

The  tenants  of  nature  with  tumults  to  scare. 
And  spread  desolhtion  and  horror  around. 

Butw  (^  in  its  morn,  .so  in  life's,  silent  eve. 
Secure  may  I  wander  to  hear  thy  soft  strain. 

And  all  my  full  heart  in  warm  gratitude  give 
To  Him,  whose  protection  I  ne'er  sought  in  vain. 

W.  HoUwoay. 
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LOVE. 


O  LOVE !  'tis  my  tonneiit,  my  pleasure^  my  bane^ 
It  encreases  each  care,  yet  softens  each  pain ; 
*  Tis  a  flame  that  unceasingly  turns  in  my  breast. 
It  lights  me  to  joy,  yet  deprives  me  of  rest. 
'.Tis  a  fetter  of  roses,  an  adamant  chain^ 
It  is  link'd  round  my  heart  where^wiU  ever  remain. 
^Tis  a  hope  that  I  cherish  with  sedulous  citre, 
'Tis  k  grief  thai  I  nourish  tho*  drowh'd  in  dee^r. 
''Tis  a  charm  that  eiichafttd)^  its  magical  art. 
Yet  has  robb'd  me  of  reason,  4i(  peace,.  wa4^  my  heart 
'Tis  a  freedom,  a  bondage,  that  binds  me  its  slave, 
'  Tis  a  health,  yet  a  sickness,  that  leads  to  the  grave. 
'  Tis  a  peail  of  soft  pity  that  drops  from  the  eykp 
That  saddens  its  histrcand  prompts  the  quick  sigh« 
'  Tis  a  light  that  illumines  my  devious  way. 
Yet  a  darkness  that  fatally  leads  me  astray.  '« 

'  Tis  the  bud^f  a  fl6wer,  if'  cberisb'd  aright. 
That  will  blossom  to  happiness,  joy  and  delight* 
Much  een  shou'd youplant by  adversity's  riU^ 
The  cold  blasts  of  poverty  never  can  kill. 

Said  H>4?e  vMritimhy  a  FrtnckEmigrmii* 
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VERSES 

TAKEN  FBOM  WALF^LC'S    AsixiQUITIES,  AND  WERE 

MEVEE    PUBLISHED. 

Sir  UexiTj  Lea  was  master  of  the  armoary  to  Queen  Elizabetli,  and  made 
a  Tcfw  to  present  hlmselC  anmiaUjr  atilte  tilt,  8nnect»  there  to  perform 
in  honour  of  her  majstUy.'s  jiccesiuon  to  the  thrbne.  Becomingat 
length  very  old.  he  resigned  the  office,  and  on  this  occasion  presented 
the  following  verses  to  her  majesty : 

My  golden  looks  tisne. hath  to  silver  tura'd^     . 

(Oh  time  too  swift,  and  swiftness  never  ceasing  1) 
My  youth  'gainst  age^  and  age  at  you^b  have  spurn'd^ 

But  spum'd  in  vain.    Youth  waineih  by  increasing. 
Beauty,  strengthen  aadjoutbc^  flowers  fading  beene; 
Do^^  taithy  and  love  axe  roots,  andj^^er-^eene. 
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My  helmet  now  shall  make  an  hive  for  bees, 
Aod  lover's  songs  sliall  turn  to  h6ly  psalmes ; 

A  liian  at  armes  must  now  sit  on  his  knees. 
And  feed  on  pray Vs,  that  are.  old  age's  armcfs* 

And  so  from  court  to  cottage  I  d^art. 

My  saint. is. sure  of  mine  unspotted  heart. 

And  when  I  sadly  sit  in  homely  :cel},    < 
rie  teach  my  swain  this  carol  for  a  song : 
Blest  be  the  hearts  that  think  my  sovereign  weH, 

Curs'd  be  the  soules  that  think  to  do  her  wrong; 
Goddesse,  vouchsafe  this  aged  man  his  right. 
To  be  your  beadsman  now,  that  was  your  knight. 

London  MagaxxMy 
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STANZAS 

WRITTEN    BY    LOE2)   CAPEL   WHEN    A    PBISONEB 
IN    THE   TOWBR>   DURING   CROMWELL's 

USURPATION^ 


Beat  on,  proud  billows !  Boreas^  blow ! 

Swell,  curled  waves,  high  as  Jove's  roof; 
Your  incivilities  do  plainly  show 
That  innocence  is  tempest-proof. 
Tito'  surly  Nereus  frowns,  my  thoughts  are  caliii ; 
Then  strike,  aiBictioa,  for  thy  wounds  ^re  balm. 

That  which  the  world  miscalls  a  jail^ 

A  private  closet  is  to  me. 
Whilst  a  good  conscience  is  my  bkdl^ 
•  And  innocence  my  liberty ; 
Locks,  bars>  and  solitude,  togethier  met^ 
Make  me  no  prisoner,  but  an  anchoret. 

Here  sin — for  want  of  food — must  starve, 
Where  tempting  objects  are  not  seen ; 
And  these  strong  walls  do  only  serve 
To  keep  rogues  out,  and  keep  me  in ; 
Malice  is  now  grown  charitable,  sure 
I'-m  not  committed^  but  I'm  hept,  secure* 
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And  whilst  I  wi^  to  be  retifed,  ^ 

Into  this  private  room  Fm  turn'c^ 
As  if  their  wisdom  had  con^ired 
The  salamander  should  be  burn'd : 
Or^  like  those  sophists  who  would  drown  a  fiih^ 
I  am  cQiidemii*d  to  suffer  what  I  wish. 

The  cynic  hugs  his  poverty^ 

The  pelican  her  wilderness^ 

And  'tis  the  Indian's  pride  to  be 

Naked  oa  frosty  Caucasus : 

Contentment  feels  no  smart—stcHCs  we  see 

Make  torments  easy  by  their  apathy. 

Fm  in  this  cabinet  lockM  up^ 

like  some  high-prized  Margarite  ;  . 
Or,  like  some  gieat  Mogul  or  Pope^ 
I'm  cloistered  up  from  public  sight  :-^^ 
Retiredness  is  part  of  majesty^  % 

Aad  thus,  proud  Sultan^  I'm  as  great  as  thee ! 

These  manacles  upon  mine  arm^ 
I  as  my  mistress'  favours  wear ; 
And  for  to  keep  my  ancles  warm^ 
I  have  some  iron  shackles  there  >— 
These  walls  are  but  my  garrison— this  cellr-* 
Which  men  call  jail-r-is  but  my  citadeL 
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Thus  he  that  struck  at  Jason V  lifi. 

Thinking  to  make  his  purpose  sure. 
By  a  malicious  friendly  knife 

Did  only  wound  him  to  his  cnre :— * 
Malice^  we  see^  wants  wit  for  what  is  meant ; 
Mischief  ofi^times.praves  favoiir  by  the  CTCnt. 

Altho'  I  cannot  see  tny  liihg, 

Neither  in  person,  nor  in  coin. 
Yet  contemplation  is  a  thing, 

That  renders  what  I  have  not  mine:—  . 
My  king  from  me  no  adamant  can  part. 
Whom  I  do  wear  engraveii  inr  my  heart. 

Have  you  not  heard  the  nightingale, 

A  prisoner  close  kept  in  a  cage. 
How  she  doth  chaunt  her  woeful  tale 
In  that  her  narrow  hermitage  ?— 
Ev'n  that  her  melody  doth  plainly  prore. 
Her  boughs  are  trees,  her: cage  a  pleasant  grove. 

I  am  that  bird  whidi  they  combine  *.       .  :- 

Thus  to  deprive  of  liberty  ; 
And  though  my  corpse  they  can  confine. 
Yet  maugre^that  my  soul  is  free  ^—        . 
Tho'  Fm  murVi  up,  yet  lean  chirp  and  sing. 
Disgrace  to  rebels !— *glory  to  my  king]    < 
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My  soul  is  free  as  is  the  ambient  air 

Which  doth  mytoutwarcl  parts  iaclade^ 
Whilst  loyal  thoughts  do  still  repair 
To  company  my  solitude  :---<p 
What  tho'  they  do  with  chains  my  body  bind. 
My  king  can  only  captivate  my  mind. 


THE  GARLAND. 


A    SONG* 


The  pride  of  ev'ry  grove  I  chose. 

The  violet  sweet  and  lily  fair. 
The  dappled  pink,  and  blushing  rose. 

To  deck  my  charming  Chloe's  hair. 

At-mom,  the  nymph  vouphsard  to  place 
Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath ; 

The  floVxs  less  blooming  than  her  face. 
The  scent  less  fragrant  than  her  breatH* 

The  flow'rs  she  wore  along  the  day ; 

And  ev'ry  nymph  and  shepherd  tsaid. 
That  in  her  hair  they  look'd  more  gay* 

Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed.  • 


Undrest  at  ev'iMng,  when  she  feotME 
Their  ooioars  lost,  their  txioars  past. 

She  changed  her  look,  and  on  the  gromid 
Her  garland  and  her  eye  she  cast* 

That  eye  ^ropt  sense  dntioct  and  dear. 
As  any  muses  tongue  could  speak ; 

When  from  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 

Ran  trickling  do^n  her  beauteous  cbeeL 

Dissembling  Mrhat  I  knew  too  well— 
My  love,  my  life,  said  I,  explain 

This  change  of  humour,  prythee  tell. 
That  falling  tear,  what  does  it  mean  i 

She  sigh'd,  she  smifd ;  smd  to  the  flow'rs 
Pointings  die  lovely  moralist  said^ 

See^  friend,  in  some  few  fleeting  hours,  . 
See  yonder  what  a  diaoge  is  made ! 

Ah,  ne!  the  bloomiBg  pride  of  May, 
And  that  of  beauty  are  but  one ; 

At  nooQ,  both  flourish  bright  aad  gay, 
JSoth  fade  at  ev'ning^  pale  and  goae. 

At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  aung. 
The  am'rous  youth  aft'onnd  her  bow'd; 

At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  mng^ 
I  saw,  and  Jcisfi'd  hex  in  ho:  shroud* 
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Such  fis  «he  18  who  dieci  to  dajj 
Such  I,  alw !  .may  he  tof^norrow ! 

Go,  Danipni«  bid  thy  muese  display 
The  jbstiee  of  thy  Chloe^  sorrow. 

Prior. 


ON  A  TUFT  OF  EARLY  VIOLETS. 

Sweet  flowei^!  that  from  your  humble  bedi 

Thus  premaiturely  dare  to  rise. 
And  trust  your  unprotected  heads* 

To  cold/ iHifriendly,  wat'ry- skies; 

Retire,  retire!  these  tepid  airs 
Are  not- the  genial  breath  of  May; 

That  sun  with  warmth  malignant  glares^' 
And  flatters  only  to  betray. 

Stern  Wifitef's  reign  is  n6t  yet  past; 

La!  while  your  buds  prepare  to  Wow^ , 
On  icy  pinions  comes  the  blast. 

And  nip$  your  root^  and  lays  ypu  loyr« 

Alas,  from  such  ungentle  doom ! 

But  I  will  shield  you  \  and  supply 
A  kindlier  soil  on  which  to  blooin^ 

A  nobler  bed  on  which  to  diei 
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Come  then— ere  yet  the  momiDg  ray 
Has  drunk  the  dew  that  gems  your  crest^ 

AM  drawn  your  balmiest  sweets  away ; 
O  coBie^  and  grace  jny  Anna's  breast. 

Ye  droop,  fond  flowers !  But  did  ye  know 
What  worth,  what  goodness  there  reside^ 

Your  cups  with  liveliest  tints  would  glow. 
And  spread  their  leaves  with  conscious  pride. 

For  there  has  liberal  nature  joined 

Her  riches  to  the  store  of  art. 
And  added  to  the  virtuous  mind. 

The  softji  the  sympathizing  heart- 
Come  then— ere  yet  the  mommg  ray 

Has  drunk  the  dew  that  gems  your  crest. 
And  drawn'  your  balmiest  sweets  away  ; 

O  come,  and  grace  my  Aona's'  breast*. 

O  t  I  should  thinks  that  fri^rant  bed 
Might  I  but  hope  with  you  to  share,— 

Years  of  anxiety  repaid. 

By  one  shott  hour  of  transport  there. 

More  blest  than  me,  thus  shall  ye  live 
Your  little  day ;  and  when  ye  die. 

Sweet  flowers  f  the  gratefiil  muse  shaH  give    • 
A  verse ;  the  sorrowing  maid  a  sigh. 
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While  I>  alas !  no  distant  date,  .    . 

Mix  with  the  dust  from  whence  I  came. 
Without  a  friend  to  weep  my  fate, 

WitlK>ut  a  stone  to  tell  my  name. 

JF.  Gifford.  Etq. 


VERSES 

WRITTEN  TWO  YEABS  AFTER  THE  PBECEDINO. 

JL  WISH  I  was  where  Anna  lies ; 

For  I  am  sick  of  ling'ring  here ; 
And  evVy  hour  affection  cries. 

Go,  and  partake  her  humble  bien 

I  wish  I. could !  for  when  she  died 
1  lost  my  all ,  and  life  has  prov'd 

Since  that  sad  hour,  a  dreary  void, 
A  wa^te  unlovely,  and  unloved. 

But  who,  when  I  am  turn'd  to  clay. 

Shall  duly  to  her  grave  repair. 
And  pluck  the  ragged  moss  away. 

And  weeds  that  have  *'  no  business  there?*' 

And  who,  with  pious  hand,  shall  bring 
The  flowers  she  cherish'd,  snow-drops  cold^ 

And  violets  that  unheeded  spring. 
To  scatter  o'er  her  hallow'd  mould  ? 

p2 


£18 

And  vfho,  white  memory  loves  to  dwell 

Upon  her  liame  for  ever  dear. 
Shall  feel  his  heart  with  passion  swell. 

And  poor  the  bitter,  silent  tearf 

I  did  it ;  and  would  fate  allow. 

Should  visit  still,  should  still  deplore—? 

Bu,t  health  and  sti-ength  have  left  me  now. 
And  1,  alas !  can  weep  no  more. 

Take  then,  sweet  maid !  this  simple  strain. 

The  last  I  offer  at  thy  shrine ; 
Thy  grave  must  then  undeck'd  remain. 

And  all  thy  memVy  fade  with  mine. 

And  can  thy  soft  persuasive  look. 

Thy  voice,  that  might  with  music  vie. 

Thy  air,  that  every  gazer  took. 
Thy  matchless  eloquence  of  eye. 

Thy  spirits,  innocent  as  good. 
Thy  courage,  by  no  ills  dismayed. 

Thy  patience,  by  no  wrongs  subdu'd. 

Thy  gay  good-humour— can  they  *'  fade  ?** 

Ibid. 
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THE  SUMMER  FADES, 


I  SEB  tbe  tints  of  Summer  fade, 
And  see  them  fade  without  a  sigh ; 

For  dear  to  me  is  Autumn's  glade, 
And  dearer  still  her  evening  sky. 

Forth,  when  the  splendours  of  the  day 
No  longer  sate  the  gazing  mind, 

I  wander  where  from  lonely  spray 
The  last  note  lingers  on  the  wind. 

And  sweet  it  is,  through  coppice  near. 
To  catch  the  sun's  departing  gleam^ 

While  ev'ry  breeze  to  fancy's  ear. 
Conveys  a  soft  celestial  theme. 

Oh,  at  such  hour !  when  tumult  wild 
Disturbs  no  more  the  tranquil  frame; 

Wlien  ev'ry  thought  of  earth  beguil'd. 
Feels  all  of  passion  but  the  name ; 

Oft  with  Myrtilla  have  I  trod 
The  scene  to  contemplation  giv'n, 

And  as  we  press'd  the  dew-bright  sod, 
Look'd  upward  to  a  brighter  heav'p ! 
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The  mild  moon  dwelling  on  her  cheeky 
Seem'd  with  her  breast  to  sympathize^ 

And  language  mpre  than  earth. coutd  speak. 
Shone  in  her  soft  retiring  eyes. 

And  will  these  hours  return  no  n-sore? 

And  are  those  days  for  ever  past  ? 
They  are — but  Autumn  can  restore 

Such  scenes  of  bliss^  as^  while  they  last. 

May  bid  remembrance  cease  to  tell 
Of  what  we  know :  and  when  gone  by. 

These  coming  hours  shall  fondly  dwell 
Where  mem'ry  holds  her  fonder  tie* 

And^. though  to  Autumn's  latest  sheaf 
I  st;ill  must  give  the  pensive  sigh. 

Yet  I  can  see  her  falling  leaf 
Submissive  to  a  ruder  sky. 

For  Winter,  in  his  arm  of  might, 
B^ars  many  a  social  hope  to  me ; 

And  ipuch  I  love  his  longest  night. 
His  longest  night  of  friendly  glee. 

No  brighter  moments  have  I  known. 
Than,  those  which  Winter  can  bestow. 

When  friendship  draws  her  circling  zone : 
'Mid  lakes  of  ice  and  fields  of  snow. 
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And  «ay>  thou  solftce  of  each  cdre ! 

Nor  less  tfaau  author  of  my  joy ! 
A  solace  that  I  do  not  share; 

A  sweetness  that  could  never  ck>y« 

Myrtilla!  say,  recluse  from  all 
That  restless  fashion  would  esteem ; 

When  storms  have  vex*d  this  rocking  ball. 
Was  peace  with  us  i  or  but  a  dream  i 

Surrounded  then,  as  some  would  think. 
With  prospect  useless,  void,  and  drear ; 

When  nature^s  self  appeared  to  sink 
In  sorrow  o'er  her  dying  year ; 

Have  we  not  heard,  from  scenes  like  these^ 

Her  awful,  yet  maternal  voice— 
'^  'Mid  snow-clad  plains  and  leafless  trees. 

Still  let  DOMESTIC  LOVE  REJOICE.'' 

p.  Courtierm 


HOPE. 

AN     ELEGY, 


A.M1BST  the  storms  that  ruffle  life, 
Amidst  the  iUs  mankind  deplore; 

War,, sickness,  waut,  domestic  strife. 
All  their  worst  stars  can  have  in  store. 


How  come»  it  i^ll  this  scMe  they  pnsN^ 
Pursue  their  .way  tbo'  tempests  Iouf^ 

Toil  on  beneath  black  frowning  skim. 
And  -wish  far  off  the  fatal  hour  ? 

While  youth  leads  on  the  sportive  traip^ 
When  pleasure  spreads  her  purple  wing^ 

No  wonder  aU,  while  these  remain^ 

Should  wish  continuance  of  their,  spring. 

But  winter  damping  ev'ry  joy, 
<When  dead  to  love,  or  lost  to  fame  f 

Tho'  pain  and  grief  our  hours  employ^ 
The  wish' perpetual  is  the  same! 

What  is  it,  then,  can 'thus  engage 

In  ev'ry  season,  evVy  state  ? 
'Tis  Hope  that  cheers  ev  n  drooping  age. 

And  bids  us  shun  the  stroke  of  fate  I 

Hope,  that  can  still  assistance  lend. 
To  smooth  the  rugged  thorny  way. 

The  poor's  support,  the  captive's  friend. 
Which  bids  ev'n  sorrow's  sons  be  gay. 

What  choicer  bliss  could  heav'n  bestx}w. 
What  happier  boon  could  man  receive^ 

To  sooth  hk  cares,  while  here  below, 
•Tho'  oft  accus'd  if  it  deceive  l 
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Tlie  kind  de^tion  rising  atfll, 

Pttn  felt  ivith  promis'd  bliss  repayg ; 

With  pleasing  prospects  prompt  to  fi41 
The  never  ending  flight  of  days. 

Nor  doe»  the  pleasing  vision  fad^e^ 
'  Not  cease  its  inflaence  to  impart^ 
Ere  nature's  springs  are  all  decay 'd. 
And  life's  last  pulse  beats  at  the  heart. 

Ev'n  now  I  feel  its  genial  pow*rs^ 

While  adverse  fortune's  frowns  I  bear^ 

Which  bids  me  hope  for  calmer  hours^ 
And  drives  away  the  fiend  Despair. 

•  V     • 

I 

Then  let  me  hail  thee^  heavenly  guest! 

Nor  e'er  in  yain  thy  aid  implore ; 
Till  fate  decrees  eternal  rest. 

And  all  my  sorrows  are  no  more ! 

literary  Magdnn^. 


AN  OLD  BALLAD. 

He  that  loves  a  rosy  cheek. 

Or  a  coral  lip  adtbires. 
Or  from  tear-like  eyes  doth  seek 
.  Fuel  to  maintain  his  fires ; 
As  old  time  makes  these  dec^y. 
So  his  fiames  must  waste  away. 
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But  a  smooth  and  gtedfkst  miad, 
•Gentle  thoughts  and  cakn  desires. 

Hearts  with  equal  love  can  bind. 
Kindle  never  dying  fires  4 

Where  these  are  not,  what  suffice 
Iiovely  cheeks^  or  lips,  or  eyes  i 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  REV, BENNET, 

CnraU  of  the  ParM  ^  JViyksxporth,  IkrbysMrt. 

JBennjet  1  although  no  lofty  flights  of  veise 
Preserve. thy  name  and  decorate  thy  hearse. 
Nor  brass  nor  marble  mark  thy  humble  clay. 
And  boast  to  guard  thy  memory  from  decay : 
The  genuine  tears  by  sorrowing  friendship  shed. 
Reward  thy  virtues  with  a  richer  meed 
Than  sculptur  d  brass  or  marbie  can  bestow^ 
And  long  those  tears  around  thy  grave  shall  flow. 

Mr.  T.  Bhre. 


ON  MR.  BACON'S  ELEGIAC  STANZAS 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  LATE  EARL  COWPER. 

Illustrious  Cowper!  o'er  thy  hallowed  urn 
In  plaintive  strains  their  loss  the  muses  mourn : 
And,  whilst  their  briny  tears  preserve  thy  name. 
They  salt  thy  bard  and  give  their  Bacon  fame. 

Ibid. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  A  SPANISH  POEM. 

Ah  me !  thou  relic  of  that  faithless  fair ! 

Sad  changes  have  I  suffer*d  since  that  day^ 
;  When,  in  this  valley,  from  her  long  loose  hair 

I  bore  the  rdic  of  my  love!  away. 
Well  d}d  I  then  believe  Diana's  truth. 

For  soon  true  love  each  jealous  care  represses ; 
And  fondly  thought  that  never  other  youth 

Should  y^aaton  with  the  maiden's  unbound  tresses. 

Here  on  the  told  clear  Beta's  breezy  side. 

My  hand  amid  her  ringlets  wont  to  rove; 
She^rolfer'd  now  the  lock,  and  now  deny'd. 

With  all  the  baby  playfulness  of  love. 
Here  the  false  maid,  with  many  an  artful  tear. 

Made  uie  each  rising  thought  of  doubt  discover. 
And  vow'd  and  wept — till  hope  had  ceas'd  to  fear. 

Ah  me !  beguiling  like  a  child  her  lover. 

Witness  thou  how  that  fondest,  falsest  fair. 

Has  sigh'd  and  wept  on  Ezla's  aihelter'd  shore. 
And  vow'd  eternal  truth,  and  made  me  swear 

My  heart  no  jcjulousy  should  harbour  more. 
Ah !  tell  me !  could  I  but  believe  those  eyes  ? 

Those  lovely  eyes  with  tears  my  cheek  bedewing. 
When  the  mute  eloquence  of  tears  and  sighs 

I  felt,  and  trusted,  and  embrac'd  my  ruin. 
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So  false  and  jet  so  fair!  so  fur  a  mien 

V-eiling  so  false  a  mind,  who  ever  knew  f 
So  true  and  yet  so  wretched !  who  has  seen 

A  man  like  me,  so  wretched  and  so  true  i 
Fly  from  me  on  tlie  wind,  for  you  have  se^ 

How  kind  she  was,  how  lovM  by  her  you  knew  me; 
Fly,  fly  vain  witness  what  I  ooce  have  been, 

Mor  dare,  all' wretched  as  I  am,  to  view  me. 

One  evening,  on  the  river's  pleasant  strand^ 

The  maid,  too  well  beloved,  sat  with  me^ 
And  with  her  finger  trac'd  upon  the  sand 

*'  Death  for  Diana— »not  inconstancy  i  ** 
And  love  beheld  us  from  his  secret  stand. 

And  markM  his  triumph,  laughing  to  behold  ipe. 
To  see  me  trust  a  writing  traced  in  sand. 

To  see  me  credit  what  a  woman  told  me. 

Robtrt  Sonlhey. 


EPITAPH 

ONMISSBOSS. 

Sbneath  this  sod  reclines  that  bashful  flow'r. 
Which  sprung  to  please,  and  withered  in  an  hour; 
Yet  one  short  space  its  vigour  shall  enliven. 
And  bloom  a  fairer,  sweeter  Rose  in  heaven. 
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STANZAS 

WRITTEN  ON    A    LUA*"  AT    THfi    BEGINNING    OF   MR, 
BOGERS*S  POEM  ''THE  PLEASURES  OF  MEMORY.' 
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IPleasuues  of  MemVy  I— oh  J  supremely  blest. 

And  jusdy  prond  beyond  a  poet's  praise. 
If  the  pure  confines  of  thy  tranquil  breast 
Contain,  indeed,  the  subject  of  thy  lays ! 
By  me  how  envied !  for  to  me. 
The  herald  still  of  misery, 
MemVy  makes  her  influence  known 
By  sighs  and  tears,  and  grief  alone : 
I  greet  her  as  the  fiend  to  whom  belong 
The  vulture's  rav'ning  beak,  the  raven's  fun'ral  song. 

Alone,  at  midnight's  haunted  hour. 

When  nature  woos  repose. in  vain, 
Kemembrance  wastes  her  pedal  pow'r. 

The  tyrant  of  the  burning  brain ; 
She  tells  of  time  mispent,  of  comfort  lost. 

Of  fair  occasions  gone  for  ever  by ; 
Of  hope  too  fondly  nurs'd,  too  rudely  crossM, 
Of  many  a  cause  to  wish,  yet  fear  to  die ; 
For  wh^t,  except  the  instinctive  fear 
Lest  she  survive,  detains  me  here. 
When  •'  all  the  life  of  life  "  is  fled  ?— 
What,  but  the  deep  inherent  dread. 
Lest  she  beyond  the  grave  resume  her  reign. 
And  realize  the  hell  that  priests  and  beldames  feign. 
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TO  CYNTHIA. 


O  THOU !  whose  love-inspiriBg  air 

Delights,  yet  gives  a  thousand  woes; 
My  day  declines  in  dark  despair^ 
And  night  has  lost  her  sweet  repose^ 

Yet  M'ho,  alas !  Kke  me  wan  blest. 
To  others  e'er  thy  charms  were  known; 

When  fancy  told  my  raptured  breast 
That  Cynthia  smiFd  on  me  alone  I 

Nymph  of  my  soul !  forgive  my  sighs ; 

Forgive  the  jealous,  fires  I  feel ; 
Mor  blame  the  trembling  wretch  who  diesy 

When  others*to  thy  beauties  kneel. 

Lo  1  theirs  is  ev^ry  winning  art. 
With  fortune's  gifts,  unknown  to  me  / 

I  only  boast  a  simple  hearty 
In  love  with  inhocbnce  and  theb.    • 

Peter  Pindar. 
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ODE  TO  INNOCENCE. 


TwAs  when  the  slow  declining  ray 
Had  tinged  the  clood  with  ev'ning  gold ; 

No  warbler  poiir'd  the  melting  lay, 
No  soimd  disturbed  the  sleeping  fold ; 

When  by  a  murmVing  rUl  reclin'd^ 
Sat  wrapt  in  thought  a  wandering  swaio ; 

Calm  peace  compos'd  the  musing  mind^ 
And  thud  be  raa»d  the  flowing  strain  t 

^  Hail  Innocence}  celestial  maid ! 

What  joys  thy  blushing  charms  reveal ! 
Sweet  as  the  arbour's  cooling  shade. 

And  XBilder  than  the  vernH  gale. 

**  On  thee  attends  a  radiant  quire. 
Soft  smiling  peace,  and  downy  rest. 

With  love,  that  prompts  the  warbling  lyre. 
And  hope,  that  sooths  the  throbbing  breast* 

'^  O,  sent  from  heav'n  to  haunt  the  grove. 
Where  squint-cyd  envy  ne'er  can  come ;. 

Nor  {Hues  the  cheek  with  luckless  love. 
Nor  anguish  chills  the  living  bloom. 


•*  But  spotless  beauty,  rob'd  in  white. 
Sits  on  yon  moss-grown  hill  reclin'd ; 

"Serene  as  heav'ns  tinsuHy'd  light. 
And  pure  as  Delia's  gentle  mind. 

*'  Grant,  heav*nly  power !  thy  peaceful  svn^ 
May  still  my  ruder  thoughts  controul ;  < 

Thy  hand  to  point  my  dubious  way. 
Thy  voice  to  sooth  the  mehing  soul ! 

*'  Far  in  the  shady  sweet  retreat 

Let  thought  beguile  the  ling'ring  hour; 

Let  quiet  court  the  mossy  seat. 
And  twining,  ohves  form  the  bowV. 

'^  Let  dove-ey'd  peace  her  wreath  bestow. 

And  oft  sit  list'nmg  in  the  dale. 
While  nigbtV  sweet  warbler  from  the  bough 

Tells  to. the  grove  her  plaintive  tale* 

^'  Soft,  as  in  Delia's  snowy  breast. 
Let  eaeh  consehting  passion  move ; 

Let  arigela  watch  its  silent  rest> 
Al&d  all  its  blissAil  dreaois  be  love.** 

Dr.  OgUvie, 
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SONG  TO  TXELIM 
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FomLOBN  I  seek  tbe  silent  sceoe^ 
To  keep  the  ima^  of  mj  iair ;. 

Pale  o*er  the  faimtaia'»  brink  I  leao^ 
And  view  the  spectre  of  despair* 

Why  should  my.  heart  forget  its  woef 
The  virgin  would  have  moura'd  for 

b  nymph^  th'  eternal  tear  shall  flow ; 
The  sigh  uaceasiDg  breathe  of  tkeek 


Forgetful  of  the  parted  maid. 

Too  many  an  unfeeling  swain- 
Forsakes  of  solitude  the  shade^ 

For  pleasure's  gay  and  wanton  traini* 

Yet^  yet  of  constancy  they  boast ! 

Their  easy  hearts  their  tongues  belie^-^c 
Who  loves>  reveres  the  fair^ne's  gbont^ 

And  seeks  a  pleasure  in  a  sigh* 

Peicr  Pindar. 
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THE  BLIND  BEGGAR. 


lir  EtcoME,  thon  man  of  sorrows,  tp  my  4oorf 
A  willing  balm  thy  wounded  heart  shall  find  ; 

And,  lo !  thy  guiding  dog  my.  cares  implore ; 
O  haste,  and  shelter  firom  the  unfeeling  wind  1 

Alas  \  shall  misVy  seek  my  cot  with  agbs. 
And  humbly  sue  for  piteous  alms  my  ear  ; 

Yet  disappointed  go  with  lifted  eyes. 
And  on  my  threshold  leave  th*  upbraiding  tear  t 

Thou  bowest  for  the  pity  I  bestow  r 
Bend  not  to  me,  because  I  mourn  distress  ; 

I  am  thy  debtor— imuch  to  ihee  I  owe> 
For  learn — ^the  greatest  blessing  is.  to  bU9$. 

Thy  hoary  locks,  and  wan  and  pallid  cbeefc. 
And  quiv'ring  lip,  to  fancy  seem  to  say, 

"  A  more  than  common  beggar  we  bespeak ; 
A  fprm  that  once  has  known  a  happier  day.*^ 

Thy  sightless  orbs,  and  venerable  beard. 

And  press'd,  by  weight  of  years,  thy  palsied  Iiead, 

Though  silent,  speak  with  tongues  that  must  be  heard. 
Nay,  must  command,  if  rirtue  be  not  dead. 
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Thy  shatter'd^  yet  tbine  awe^nspiring  form^ 
ShaH  give  the  village  lads  the  soften'd  soul. 

To  aid  the  victims  of  life's  fi^iieiit  stbrni^ 
And  smooth  the  surges  that  around  them  roll; 

Teach  them  that  poverty  may  mercy  sbroiid ; 

And  teach  that  virtue  may  from  merit  qiring ; 
flame  like  the  light'ning  from  the  frowning  cloud, 

That  spreads  on  nature's  smile  its  raven  wing. 

0  let  me  own  the  heart  which  pants  to  bless ; 

That  nobly  scorns  to  hide  the  useless  store ; 
But  looks  around  for  objects  of  distress^ 

And  triumphs  in  a  sorrow  for  the  poor ! 

When  heav'n  on  man  is  pleased  its  wealth  to  showV, 
Ah,  what  an  emaed  bliss  does  heaven  bestow !, 

To  raise  pale  merit  in  her  hopeless  hour. 
And  lead  despondence  from  the  tomb  of  woe! 

Lo!  not  the  little  birds  shall  chirp  in  vain. 
And,  hovering  round  me^  vainly  court  my  care  ; 

While  I  possess  the  life-preserving  grain. 
Welcome,  ye  chirping  tribe,  to  peck  yOur  share. 

How  can  I  hear  your  songs  ttt  Spring's  return. 
And  hear  while  Summer  spreads  her  golden  store ; 

Yet,  when  the  gloom  of  Winter  bids  you  mourn,     ' 
Heed  not  the  pliaintive  voice  that  chmrm'd  before ! 

C2 
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Since  forlinie>  ta  mjr  cottage  not  unkind^ 

Strew&with  satit  flowers  the  road  of  life  for  hw. 

Ah !  can  humility  desert  my  mind! 

Shall!  not  soften  the  nide  flint  for  thee  i 

Then  welcome^  Beg^r,  iisom  the  rains  and  siio«> 
And  warring  elements,  to  warmth  and  peace; 

Nay>  thy  companion,  too,  shall  comfort  know. 
Who  shiv'ring  shakes  away  the  icy  fleece. 

And  lo !  he  lays  him  by  the  fire,  date  ; 

Now  cm.  his  master  tmrns  his  gladden'^d  eyes. 
Leaps  up  to  greet  him  on  their  change  of  &te^ 

Licks  his  lov'd  hand^  and  then  beneath  him  lies. 

A  hut  is  mine  beneath  a  sbeltTing  grove, 
A  heimit  there,  exalt  to  heav'n  thy  praise; 

There  shall  the  village  children  shew  their  Wve,. 
And  hear  from  thee  the  tales  of  other  days. 

There  shall  our  feathered  friend,  the  bird  of  mom. 
Charm  thee  with  orisons  to  opening  day; 

And  there  the  red-breast  on  the  leafless  thorn. 
At  eve  shall  sooth  thee  with  a  simple  lay. 

When  fate  shall  call  thee  from  a  world  of  woe. 
Thy  friends  around  shall  watch  thy  closing  eyes ; 

With  tears  behold  thy  gentle  spirit  go, 
And.wiah.to  join  its  passage  to  the  shies, 

Peter  Pindar. 
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AZID; 

•4t,  THE    SONG  OF  THS    CAPTI¥£    BIEGRO. 

Poor  Mora  eye  be  wet  wid  tear. 
And  heart  like  lead  sink  down  wid  woe; 

She  seem  her  mournful  friends  to  hear^ 
And  see  der  ejc  Wrc  fountain  flow. 

No  more  she  give  me  song  so  gay. 
But  sigh,  '^  Adieu,  dear  Domahay/' 

No  more  for  deck  her  head  and  hair. 
Me  look  in  stream,  bright  gold  to  find ; 

Nor  seek  de  field  for  flow'r  so  fair, 
Wid  garland  Mora  hair  to  bind. 


'^  Far  off  de  stream  i "  I  w^eeping  say, 
^*  Far  offde  fields  of  Domahay •" 


l^t  why  do  Asdd  live  a  slave. 
And  see  a  slave  his  Mora  dear  ? 

Come,  let  we  seek  at  once  de  grave. 
No  chain,  no  tyrant  den  we  fear. 

Ah,  me !  I  hear  a  spirit  say 

*'  Come,  Azid  come  to  Domabay," 


Then  gard  I  find  for  thee  once  more. 
For  thee  to  fields  for  flow'r  depart: 
To  please  de  idol  I  adore, 
..    And  give  wid  gold  and  flow'p  my  heart. 

Den  let  we  die  land  haste  away. 
And  live  in  groves  of  Domahay. 

Peter  Pindar. 


AN  IMITATION  FROM  THEOCRITUS. 


.^iV  HEN  snows  descend,  and  robe  the  fields 

In  Winter's  bright  array ; 
Touch'd  by  the  sun,  the  lustre  fades, 

And  weeps  itself  away^ 

When  Spring  appears>  wheiJ:  violefls -blow 

And  shed  a  rich  perfume  ; 
How  soon  the  fragrance  breathes  its  last!    - 

How  short-liv'd  is  the  bloom  I 

Fresh  in  the  morn,  the  Summer  rose 
Hangs  withering  ere  'tis  noon ; 

We  sciarce  enjoy  the  balmy  gift. 
But  mourn  the  pleasure  gone. 
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WitK  gUdiDg  fife,  an  ev*iuag«ter  ' 

Streaks  the  Avtuinnal  skies ; 
Shook  from  the  sphere/k  darts  away, 

Aud,  ja  an  instant,  dies* 

Sucl^  are  the  charms  that  flush  the  cheek. 

And  sparklb  in  the  eye; 
So  from  the  lovely  finished  form 

The  transient  graces  fly. 

To  this  the  seasons,  as  they  roll. 

Their  attestation  bring : 
They  warn  the  fair ;  their  evVy  round- 

Confirms  the  truth  I  sing. 

Herocym 


STANZAS. 

O  vobm'd  for  boundless  bliss !  Immortal  soul. 
Why  dost  thou  prompt  the  melancholy  sigh. 

While  ev'ning  shades  disclose  the  glowing  pole. 
And  silver  moon-beams  tremble  o*er  the  sky  i 

These  gk»wing  stars  shall  fade^  this  moon  shall  fall. 

This  transitory  sky  shall  melt  away. 
Whilst  thou,  triumphantly  surviving  all. 

Shall  glad  expatiate  in  eternal  day^ 
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Sickens  thetttiiid  with  longings  >vaiiilj  gneat, ' 
To  trace  my&terioua  wisdom  V  sacred  ways ; 

While  .eluiin*d  and  bounds  in  this  ignoble  state. 
Humbly  it  breathes  sincere,  imperfect  praise? 

Or.  gknrs  the  beating  iieart  vifith  «acred  iires. 
And  longs  to  mingle  in  the  worlds  of  love? 

Or,  foolish  tuembler,  feeds  its  fond  desires 
Of  earthly  good  ?  Or  dreads  life's  ills  to  prove? 

Back  does  it  trace  the  flight  of  former  years. 
The  friends  lamented,  and  the  pleasures  past  ? 

Or,  wing'd  with  fore«cast  vain,  and  impious  fears. 
Presumptuous  to  the  cloud-hid  future  haste  ? 

Hence,  far  be  gone,  ye  fancy-fondled  pains ; 
'   Peace,  trembling  heart,  be  every  sigh  supprest : 
Wisdom  supreme,  eternal  goodness  reigns. 
Thus  far  is  sure^  to  Heaven  resign  the  rest. 

Mrs.  C.  Talbot's  Essm/s. 


THE  AFRICAN  BOY; 

An  !  tell  me,  little  meumAiI  Moor, 
Why  still  you  linger  on  the  shore  ? 
Haste  to  your  play-mates,  haste  away. 
Nor  loiter  here  with  food  delay; 
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When  mom  unveiFd  her  radiant  ejr«^ 
Yott  iiail'd  me  as  I  wander'd  by ; 
iUsturniag^  at  da'  approach  of  eve^ 
Your  meek  salute  I  still  receive. 
Beniga  enquirer,  thou  shalt  know 
Why  here  my  lonesome  moments  flow : 
'  Tis  said,  thy  -countrymen  (no  more 
Like  rav'ning  sharks  that  haunt  the  shore) 
Return  to  bless,  to  raise,  to  cheer. 
And  pay  compassion's  long  arrean 
*Tis  said  the  numerous  captive  train. 
Late  bound  by  the  degrading  chain. 
Triumphant  come  with  swelling  sails, 
'Mid  smiling  seas  and  western  gales ; 
They  come,  with  festive  heart  and  glee. 
Their  hands  unshackled*— minds  as  free  ; 
They^ijome,  at  mercy's  great  command. 
To  repossess  their  native  land. 
The  gales  that  o'er  the  ocean  stray. 
And  chase  die  waves  in  gentle  play, 
Methinks  they  whisper  as  they  fly, 
JuELLEN  soon  Will  meet  thine  eye. 
'  Tis  this  that  sooths  her  little  son. 
Blends  all  his  wishes  into  one  ! 
Ah!  were  I  clasp'd  in  her  embrace, 
I  would  forgive  her  past  disgrace ; 
Forgive  the  memorable  hour 
She  fell  a  prey  to  tyrant  pow'r ; 
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Forgive  her  lost,  distracted  air, 
Her  sorrowittg  V^oice,  her  kaeeling  prayV  ; 
The  suppliant  tears  that  gall'd  her  cheeks, 
Aiid  kisi,  her  agoiii2ing>  shrieks :  -i 

Lock'd  in  her  hair  a  ruthless  hand, 
Trail'd  her  along  the  flinty  strand ; 
A  ruffian  tra^o,  with  clamours  xude. 
The  impious  spectacle  pursued; 
Still  as  she  moY*d,,  in  accents  mild 
She  cry'd  aloud — My  child !  My  child  ! 
The  lofty  bark  she  uow  ascends,  '< 

With  screams  of  woe  the  air  she  rends;' 
The  vessel  lessening  from  the  shore. 
Her  piteous  wails  1  heard  no  more : 
Now,  as  I  stretched  my  last  survey. 
Her  distant  form  dissolved  away. 
That  day  is  past — I  cease  to  mourn— 
Succeeding  joy  shall  have  its  turn : 
Beside  the  hoai'seresouuding  deep, 
A  pleasing  anxious  watch  I  keep; 
For  when  the  morning  cloud  shall  break. 
And  darts,  of  day  the  darkness  streak. 
Perchance  along  the  glut'itiig  main. 
Oh  \  may  this  hope  not  throb  in  vain. 
To  meet  these  long  desiring  -ej^es,  >• 

JuELLBJN  and  the  son  may  risel 

C<mper. 
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CONTENTMENT. 

V 

Fakewell,  aspiring,  thonghu,  no  more 
My  sou]^shalI  quit  the  peaceful  shore. 

To  plow  ambitioii's  main  ; 
Fallacious  as  the  harlot's  kiss. 
It  promises  uQcertaia  bliss. 

And  gives  us  certain  pain* 

A  beauteous  prospect  first  it  shows. 

Which,  while  we  gaze,  more  tempting  grbws^ 

And  charms  the  wand'ring  sight ; 
But  soon,  too  8(Wn,  alas  !  'tis  lost-^ 
And  all  our  mighty  plans  are  cross'd—  ' 

Sunk  into  endless  night. 

'Midst  folly,  misery^  and  pain, 
We  ramble  on  from  scene  to  dcene. 

By  flatJL'ring  Hope  betray 'd; 
I'm  weary  of  the  painful  chase- 
Let  othei'TS  run.  the  endless  race. 

To  catch  a  flying  shade.  » 

Let  others  boast  Cheir  usel^s  wealth ; 
Have  I  not  happiness  and  healths.  . 

Which  riches  cannot  give : 
Let  fools  then  after  honours  soar. 
And,  changing  liberty  for  pow'r. 

In  golden  shackles  live. 
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*Tis  time,  at  length,  I  should  be  wise, 
'Tis  tiipe  to  seek  sabstanttal  joys  ; 

Joys  out  of  fortune's  pow'r ; 
Wealth,  titles,  dignities,  and  fam^ 
Are  toys  the  blind  eapridous  dame 

Takes  from  us  ev'ry  hour. 

• 

Come,  white-rob'd  Virtue,  fill  my  breast^ 
And  bring  Content,  thy  daughter,  dres3*d 

In  ever-smiling  charms : 
Let  sacred  friendship,  too,  attend^ 
A  friendship  worthy  of  my  friend. 

Such  as  my  Laslius  warms* 

Wttfe  these,  FJl  in  my  boscan  make 
A  bulwark  fortune  cannot  sliake. 

Though  all  her  storms  arise ; 
Look  down  and  pity  gilded  slaveis. 
Despise  anabition's  worthless  knaves^ 

And  wish  the  tools  were  wise. 


EPITAPH- 

JBenbath  this  stone,  a  lump  of  clay 

Lies  Arrabella  Young; 
Who  on  the  twentv-fourth  of  May 

Began  to  hold  her  tongue* 
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'       X        TKE  MUSE;. 

'  OR^    POBTIGAL    ENTHUSIASM*. 

The  Muse t  whatever  the  Muse  in9pir€8> 

My  soul  the  tuneM  strain  admirer: 

The  poet's  birth^  I  ask  not  where^ 

His  place,  his  name^  they're  not  my  care ; 

Nor  Greece^  nor  Rome>  delights  me  more 

Than  Tagu  s  bank^  or  Thames's  shore : 

From  silver  Avon's  flow'ry  side 

Though  Shakespeare's  numbei-s  sweetly  glide^ 

As  svFeet  from  Morven's  desert  hills. 

My  ear  the  voice  of  Ossiaa  fills. 

The  Muse !  whatever  the  Muse  inspires;^ 
My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admires : 
Nor  bigot  zeal,  nor  party  rage 
PrevaiJ>  to  make  me  blame  the  page  ; 
I  scorn  not  all  that  Diyden  skigs. 
Because  he  flatters  courts  and  kings ; 
And  from  the  master  lyre  of  Gray,   . 
When  pomp  of  music  bteaks  away, 
NoC  iess  the  sound  my  notice  draws. 
For  that  His  heard  in  freedom's  cause. 

The  Muse !  whatever  the  Muse  intipires^ 
My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admires : 
Where  wealth's  bright  sun  propitious  shines. 
No  added  lustre  marks  the  lines ; 
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Where  want  extends  her  chilling  shades^ 
No  pleasing  flower  <if  ftincy  fades  ^ 
A  scribbling  peer^s  applauded  lays 
Might  clainij  bt^tdlaim  in  vain^< my  praise  ^^ 
Froin  that  poor  youth,  who^e  tales  relate 
Sad  Juga's  fears^  and  Bawdin's  faUs. 

The  Muse !  whato'er  the  Miise  inspires. 

My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admires : 

When  fame  her  wreath  well-eftm'd  bestows^ 

My  breast  no  latent  envy  knows ; 

My  Lianghorne^s  verse  I  love  to  hear. 

And  Beattie's  song  delights  my  ear : 

And  his^  whom  Athen's  tragic  maid 

Now  leads  through  Scarning's  lonely  glade. 

While  he  for  British  nymphs  bids  flew 

Her  notes  of  terror  and  of  woe. 

The  Muse!  whatever  the  Mu^  inspires. 
My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admires  : 
Or  be  the  verse  or  blank  or  rhyme. 
The  theme  or  humble  or  miblime ;    ' 
If  Pastoml's  hand  my  journey  leads 
Through  harvest  fields,  or  newmown  meads; 
If  Epic's  voice  sonorous  calls 
To  Oeta's  cliffs,  or  Salem's  walls ; 
Enoughr-the  Muse,  the  Muse  inspires  I 
My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admires. 

Stuit^i  Poetical  WarlU. 
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•4  ■ 

J 

Shali^  ly  like  an  hermit,  dweU  < 
On  a  rock,  or  in  a  cell. 
Calling  home  Ihe  smaUent  part 
That  is  nrissing  of  my  heart. 
To  hestow  it  where  I  may 
Meet  a  rival  ev'ry  day  I 
If  she  undervalues  me. 
What  care  I  how  fair  she  be  i 

Were  her  tresses  angel  gold. 
If  a  stranger  may  be  bold, 
Unrebuked,  unafraid. 
To  convert  them  to  a  braid. 
And,  with  little  more  ado. 
Work  tliem  into  bracelets  too  ; 
If  the  mine  be  grown  so  free, 
What.care  I  how  rich  it  be^ 

Were  her  hands  as  rich  a  prize 
As  her  hair,  or  precious  eyes ; 
If  she  lays  them  out  to  take 
Kisses  for  good  manners*^  sake  ; 
And  let  ev*ry  lover  skip 
From  l>er  hand  unto  her  lip  ; 
If  she  seem  not  chaste  to  me, 
Wh^t  care  I  how  chaste  she  be  i 
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No ;  she  must  be  perfect  snow. 
In  edecc  as  well  as  Aovf, 
Warming  but  as  snow-balls  do, 
N0t  like  fire,  by  burning  too : 
But  when  she  by  change  hath  got 
To  her  heart  a.  second  lot ; 
Tben^  i^  others  shtfre  with  me^ 
Farewell  her,  whatever  she  be. 

Sir  WiUtcr  Raleigh, 


THE  DRUM. 

][  HATE  that  Dramas  discordant  sound. 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round: 
To  thoughtless  youth  it  pleasure  yi^ds. 
And  lures  from  cities  and  from  fields. 
To  sell  their  liberty  for  charms. 
Of  tawdry  lace,  and  gUtt 'ring  arms ;; 
And,  wbea  Ambition's  voice  commands. 
To  march,  ai^d  fight,  and  fall,  in  foreign  lands. 

I  hate  that  Drum's  discordant  sound. 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round : 
To  me  it  talks  of  ravag'd  plains. 
And  burning  towns,  and  ruin'd  swains. 
And  widows'  tears,  and  orphans'  uroans ; 
And  all  that  misery's  hand  bestows. 
To  fill  the  catalogue  .of.  human  woes* 

ScoU*s  Poeticat  Works. 
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ODE. 

r^o  gloiy  I  covet^  no  riches  I  want^ 

Ambition  is  nothing  to  me  ; 
The  one  thing  I  beg  of  kind  heaven  to  grants 

Is  a  mind  independent  and  free. 

With  pas^on  nnruiBed^  untainted  by  pride^ 

By  reason  my  life  let  me  square ; 
The  wants  of  my  nature  are  cheaply  supply'd^ 

And  the  rest  is  but  folly  and  care^ 

The  blessings  which  Providence  freely  has  lent^ 

ril  justly  and  gratefully  prize ; 
Whilst  sweet  meditation^  and  cheerful  content^ 

Shall  makeme  both  healthy  and  wise. 

In  the  pleasures^  the  great  man's  possessions  display^ 

Unenvied  FU  <iballenge  my  part ; 
For  ev'ry  fair  object  my  eyes  can  survey. 

Contributes  to  gladden  my  heart. 

How  vainly,  through  infinite  troubles  and  strife^ 

The  many  their  labours  employ ; 
Since  all  that  is  truly  delightful  in  life. 

Is  what  all,  if  they  will,  may  enjoy. 

lAierary  Magazine* 
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A  ROUNDELAY. 

IT  HiLE  these  close  walls  thy  beauties  hide^ 
Immur'd  within  this  guarded  grove; 

Or  the  clear  stream's  opposing  side. 
The  muse  shall  wail  my  hopeless  love. 

My  love— which  nothing  can  outvie. 
Which  never  shall  a  period  know; 

Ye  breezes,  tell  her  as  ye  fly ; 
Ye  waters,  bear  it  as  ye  flow. 

And  tho'  (by  adverse  friends  confined) 
The  yielding  fair  I  vainly  crave ; 

O  bring  her  murmurs,  gentle  wind. 
Her  image,  ev'ry  ebbing  wave ! 

Yet,  oh !  ye  winds,  her  sighs  conceal ; 

Nor  you,  ye  waves,  reflect  her  face ; 
Lest  Aeolus  my  passion  feel. 

And  Neptune  sues  for  her  embrace. 

Small  need  you  shou'd  her  accents  bear. 

Or  to  my  view  her  form  impart. 
Whose  voice  dwells  ever  on  my  ear. 

Whose,  image  ever  in  my  heart. 

Vocal  Magazine. 
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ODE  TO  INDIFFERENCE. 


Oft  Fve  implor'd  the  gods  in  vain. 
And  pray'd  till  I've  been  weary. 

For  once  FJl  try  my  wish  to  gain 
Of  Oberon  the  fairy. 

Sweet  airy  being,  wanton  sprite^ 
That  lurks  in  woods  unseen. 

Or  oft,  by  Cynthia's  silver  light. 
Trips  gaily  o'er  the  green. 

If  e'er  thy  pitying  heart  was  mov'd. 

As  ancient  stories  tell. 
And  for  th'  Athenian  maid  that  lov'd 

Thou  sought'st  a  wond'rons  spell, 

O  deign  once  more  t'  exert  thy  powV, 

Haply  some  herb  or  tree, 
Sov'reign  as  juice  of  western  flow'r. 

Conceals  a  balm  for  me* 


haste,  and  shed  the  sacred  balm, 
y  shattered  nerves  new  string ; 
And  for  my  guest,  serenely  calm. 
The  nymph  IndifF'rence  bring. 

B  2 
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At  her  approach  see  fear^  pale  fear^^ 

And  expectation  fly ! 
And  .Qisappoiutmeat  in  the  rear^ 

That  blasts  the  promis'd  joy. 

The  tear  that  pity  taiiglit  to  fiow^ 

The  eye  shall  then  disown ; 
The  heart  that  griev'd  for  otheriwoe. 

Shall  then  scarce  feel ;it*t>wn; 

And  wpmds  that  now  each  moment  bleed ; 

Each  jmoment  then  shall  close ; 
And  tranquil  days,  shall  then  succeed 

To  nights  of  sweet  repose. 

O  ftdry  elf,  hut  grant  me  this. 

This  one  kind  -comfort  send ; 
Arid'  so  iniay  never-fading  bliss 

Thy  flow'ry  paths  attend. 

S6.mey  the  glow-worm's  glittaring  light 

Thy  tiny  footsteps  lead  ,      , 
To  some  new  region  of  delight^ 

Unknown  to  mbrtail  tread. 

And  he  thy  acorn  goblet  fiird 

With  heavens  ambrosial  dew, 
from  sweetest,  freshest  flow'rs  distilled. 

That  shed  fresh  sweets  for  you. 


i4S 

« 

And  what  of  life  remains  for  me 

rU  pass  ill  sober  ease^ 
Half  pleas'd,  contented  will  I  be^ 

Contend  bot  half  to  please. 

Mrs,  GfccUU. 


THE  SIGH, 


Gentle  air,  thou  breath  of  loversj 

Vapour  from  a  secret  fire, 
Which  by  thee  itself  discovers. 

Ere  yet  daring  to  aspire. 

Softest  note  of  whisper'd  anguish* 

Harmony's  refined  part ; 
Striking,  while  thou  seem'st  to  languish. 

Full  upon  the  listener's  heart. 

Softest  messenger  of  passion. 
Stealing  thro'  a  cloud  of  spies. 

Which  constrain  the  outward  fashion. 
Close  the  lips,  and  guard  the  eyes. 

Shapeless  sigh,  we  ne'er  can  show  thee, 
FormM  but  to  assault  the  ear ; 

Yet,  ere  to  their  cost  they  know  thee, 
Ev'ry  nymph  may  read  thee  here. 

Vocal  Magazine* 


246 


CARELESS  CONTENT. 

JL  AM  content,  I  do  not  care^ 
Wag  as  it  will  the  world  for  me ; 

When  fuss,  and  fret  was  all  my  fare^ 
It  got  no  ground  as  I  could  see : 

So  when  away  my  caring  went, 

I  counted  cost,  and  was  content. 

With  more  of  thanks,  and  less  of  thought, 
I  strive  to  make  my  matters  meet ; 

To  seek  what  ancient  sages  sought. 
Physic  and  food,  in  sour  and  sweet ; 

To  take  what  passes  in  good  part. 

And  keep  the  hiccups  from  my  heart. 

With  good  and  gentle-humour'd  hearts, 
T  choose  to  chat  where'er  I  come ; 

Whate'er  the  subject  be  that  starts ; 
But  if  I  get  among  the  glum^ 

I  hold  my  tongue,  to  tell  the  troth. 

And  keep  my  breath  to  cool  my  broth. 

For  chance  or  change,  of  peace  or  pain ; 

For  fortune's  favour,  or  her  froWn  ; 
For  lack  or  glut,  for  loss  or  gain, 

I  never  dodge,  nor  up  nor  down : 
•But  swing  what  way  the  ship  shall  swim. 
Or  tack  about,  with  equal  trim. 
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I  suit  not  where  I  shall  not  speed. 
Nor  trace  the  turn  of  ey*ry  tide ; 

If  simple  sense  will  not  succeed, 
I  make  no  bustling,  but  abide :    . 

For  shining  wealthy  or  scaring  woe, 

I  force  no  friend,  I  fear  no  foe. 

Of  ups  and  downs,  of  ins  and  outs. 

Of  thej^'re  i'tb'  wrong,  and  weVe  i'th*  right, 

I  shun  the  rancours,  and  the  routs ; 
And  wishing  well  to  evVy  wight. 

Whatever  turn  the  matter  takes, 

I  deem  it  all  but  ducks  and  drakes. 


With  whom  I  feast  I  do  not  fawn. 
Nor  if  the  folks  should  flout  me,  faint; 

If  wonted  welcome  be  withdrawn, 
I  cook  no  kind  of  a  complaint : 

With  none  dispos'd  to  disagree. 

But  like  them  best  who  best  like  me. 

Not  that  I  rate  myself  the  rule 

How  all  my  betters  should  behave ; 

But  fame  shall  find  me  no  man's  fool. 
Nor  to  a  set  of  men  a  slave : 

I  love  a  friendship  free  and  frank. 

And  hate  to  hang  upon  a  hank. 
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Fond  of  a  true  and  trnsty  tie^ 
I  never  loose  where'er  I  link; 

Tho'  if  a  business  budges  by, 
I  talk  thereon  just  as  I  think: 

^y  word  my  work^  my  heart,  my  hand. 

Still,  on  a  side,  together  stand* 

If  names  or  notions  make  a  noise. 
Whatever  hap  the  question  hath. 

The  poin.t  impartially  I  poise. 

And  read  and  write,  but  without  wrath; 

For  should  I  burn,  and  break  my  brains. 

Pray,  who  will  pay  me  for  my  pains  f 

I  love  my  neighbour  as  myself. 
Myself  like  him  too,  by  his  leave  ; 

Nor  to  his  pleasure,  pow'r,  or  pelf. 
Came  I  to  crouch,  as  I  conceive : 

Dame  Nature,  doubtless,  has  design'd 

A  man  the  monarch  of  his  mind. 


Now  taste  and  try  this  temper,  sirs. 
Mood  it,  and  brood  it  in  your  breast ; 

Or  if  ye  ween,  for  worldly  stirs. 
That  man  does  right  to  mar  his  rest. 

Let  me  be  deft,  and  debonair, 

I  am  content,  I  do  not  care. 

Dr.  Bt/ranu 
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THE  BLIND  MAN'S  CONSOL.\TION. 

JL  ao'  darkness  stiH  attends  me. 

It  aids  internal  sight. 
And  from  such  scenes  defends  me 

As  blush  to  see  the  Ught. 

No  weeping  objects  grieve  me. 

No  gUtt'ring  fop  oflends. 
No  fawning  smiles  deceive  me, 

SjHd  darkness  me  befriends. 


Then  cease  jour  useless  wailin] 

I  know  no  reason  why- 
Mankind  to  their  own  failings 

Are  all  -as  blind  as  I. 

The  Bouquets 


EPIGRAM. 


A  Vicar,  long  ill,  who  had  treasur'd  up  wealth, 
Told  his  Curate  each  sunday  to  pray  for  his  health; 
Which  oft  having  done,  a  parishioner  said. 
That  the  Curate  ought  rather  to  wish  he  were  dead ; 
"  For  my  truth,"  says  the  Curate, ''  let  credit  be  given, 
I  ne'er  pray'd  for  his  death— but  I  have  for  his  living." 
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ON  THE  DEITY- 

]|  READ  GoiYs  awful  name  emblazon'd  high 

With  golden  letters  on  th'  illuuiinM  sky; 

Nor  less  the  mystic  characters  I  see 

Wrought  in  each  flowV,  inscrib'd  on  ev'ry  tree ; 

In  ev'ry  leaf  that  trembles  to  the  breeze 

I  hear  the  voice  of  God  among  the  trees* 

Wilh  thee  in  shady  solitudes  I  walk. 

With  thee  in  busy  crowded  cities  talk ; 

In  every  creature  own  thy  forming  powV, 

In  each  event  thy  providence  adore. 

Thy  hopes  shall  animate  my  drooping  soul. 
Thy  precepts  guide  me,  and  thy  fear  control : 
Thus  shall  I  rest,  unmov'd  by  all  alarms. 
Secure  within  the  temple  of  thine  arms. 
From  anxious  c^res,  from  gloomy  sorrows  free^ 
And  feel  myself  omnipotent  in  thee. 

m 

Then  when  the  last,  the  closing  hour  draws  nigh, 
And  earth  recedes  before  my  swimming  eye ; 
When  trembling  on  the  doubtful  edge  of  fate 
I  stand  and  sti'etch  my  view  to  eitlier  state ; 
Teach  me  to  quit  this  transitory  scene 
With  decent  triumph,  and  a  look  serene; 
Teach  me  to  fix  my  ardent  hopes  on  high. 
And,  having  liv'd  to  thee,  in  thee  to  die. 

Mrs,  BarhauU, 
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BALLAD. 

^Sung'bjf  Angelha  in  the  character  of  a  Pifgrim^ 

I  TRAVERSED  Jiidah^s  barren  sand. 

At  beauty's  altar  to  adore ; 
But  there  the  Turk  had  spoiled  the  land, 

Ai;id  Sion's  daughters  were  no  more. 
In  Greece,  the  bold,  imperious  mien. 

The  wanton  look,  the  leering  eye. 
Bade  love's  devotion  not  be  seen. 
Where  constancy  is  never  nigh. 

From  thence  lo  Italy's  fair  4shore 

I  bent  my  never  ceasing  way. 
And  tQ  Lorelta's  temple  bore 

A  mind  devoted  still  to  pray. 
But  there,  too.  Superstition's  hand 

Had  sicklied  ev'ry  feature  o'er. 
And  made  me  soon  regain  the  land 

Where  beauty  fills  the  western  shor^. 

Where  Hymen  witii  celestial  power 

Connubial  transport  doth  adorn. 
Where  purest  virtue  sports  the  hour 

That  ushers  in  each  happy  morn. 
Ye  daughters  of  old  Albion's  isle ! 

Where'er  I  go,  w  here'er  I  stray— 
O,  Charity's  sweet  children,  smile 

To  cheer  a  pilgrim  on  his  way ! 
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STANZAS 

On  meeting  a  man  loaded  with  $ack*,  and  ot  oak  hotigk  n 
hi$  hat,  on  the  tvxnty-uinlk  of  May, 

Poor  fellow  1  what  hast  thou  to  do 

With  Idug — or  restoration  ? 
^IViH  make  no  diiference  with  yon^ 

Whoever  rules  the  nation. 

Still  must  thy  neck  support  the  load^ 

Still  earn  thy  bread  with  toil ; 
Still  must  thou  pace  the  self-same  road. 

And  great  ones  share  the  spoil. 

The  ass  may  carry  broom  or  men. 

Just  at  his  master*s  will ; 
But  let  him  change^  and  change  again. 

His  lot's  a  burthen  stilL 

Still  ministers  will  tyrannize. 

And  courtiers  still  be  knaves ; 
Walpoles  on  Walpoles  shall  arise. 

And  keep  thy  grandsons  slaves. 

Still  governments  have  been  the  same. 

The  same  shall  ever  be : 
Ev*n  kings  are  nothing  but  a  name. 

And  so  is  liberty. 

Alexander  ThUilcxaite^  Eiq, 


^ 
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THE  SHEPHERD'S  INVITATION. 

Comb  live  with  roe,  and  be  my  love. 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove 
That  vallies,  groves,  or  hills  and  fields^ 
And  ^1  the  steepy  mountfun,  yields. 

And  we  will  sit  upon  the  rocks. 
Seeing  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks^ 
By  shallow  river9>  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

And  I  will  make  thee  beds  of  roses. 
And  a  thousand  fragrant  posies  ; 
A  cap  of  fiowers,  and  a  kirtle, 
Embroidcar'd  all:  with  leaves  of  myrtle* 

Agbwn  made  of  the  finest  wool. 
Which  from  bur  pretty  lambs  vte  pull. 
Fair  lined  slippers  for  the  cold. 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold. 

^  A  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds. 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs : 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move. 
Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 
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The  shepherd  swains  shall  dance  and  sing 
For  thy  delight^  each  May  morning: 
If  these  delights  thy  mind  may  movey   ' 
Come  live  with  me;,  and  be  my  love. 

Chrutopker  MarJam* 


THE  NYMPH'S  REPLY, 

If  all  the  world  and  love  were  young. 
And  truth  in  evVy  shepherd's  tongue ; 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move> 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

Time  drives  the  flock  from  field  to  fold, 
When  rivers  rage,  and  rocks  grow  cold. 
And  Philomel  becometh  dumb : 
The  rest  complain  of  cares  to  come. 

The  flow*rs  do  fade,  and  wanton  fields' 
To  wayward  Winter's  reck'ning  yields : 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  fall. . 

Thy  gowns,  thy  shoes,  thy  beds  of  roses. 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle,  and  thy  posies. 
Soon  break,  soon  wither,  soon  forgotfeed-— 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 
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Thy  belt  of  straw  and  i\y  biids^ 
Thy  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs. 
All  these  in  me  no  means  can  move  ■ 
To  come  to  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

But  coatd  youth  last,  aind  love  still  breed. 
Had  joy  no  date,  nor  age  no  need ; 
Then  these  delights  my  mind  might  move. 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  tliy  love. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 


THE  DOG  AND  THE  WATER  LILY. 

A  TRI^E  TALE. 

J/HE  noon  was  shady^  and  soft  ain 

Swept  Ouse's  silent  tide ; 
When  'scap'd  from  literary  cares, 

I  wandered  on  his  side. 

My  spaniel,  prettiest  of  its  race. 

And  high  in  pedigree, 
(Two  nymphs,  adorn*d  with  ev'ry  grace. 

That  spaniel  gave  to  me.) 

Now  wanton'd,  lost  in  flags  and  reeds. 
Now  starting  into  sight ; 
-  Pursu'd  the  swallows  o'er  the  meads 
With  scarce  a  slower  flight. 
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It  was  the  time  when  Ouse  displayed 

His  lilies  newlj  blown^ 
Their  beauties  I  intent  survey'd^ 

And  one  I  wi^'d  my  own. 

With  cane  extended^  far  I  sought 

To  steer  it  close  to  land ;. 
But  still  the  prize^  tho'  nearly  caught^ 

Escap-d  my  eager  hand. 

Beau  mark'd  my  unsuccessful  pains^. 

With  fix'd  considerate  face. 
And,  puzzliug,  set  his  puppy  brains 

To  comprehend  the  case. 

But  with  a  chirrup,  clear  and  strongs 

Dispersing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew,  and  followed  long 

The  winding  of  the  stream. 

My  rai?ible  ended,  I  retum*d. 

Beau,  trotting  far  before. 
The  fipating  flow'r  again  discem'd> 

And  plunging,  left  the  shore. 

I  saw  him,  with  that  lily  cropt. 

Impatient  swim  to  meet 
My  quick  approach,  and  soon  he  dropt 

The  treasure  at  my  feet. 
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Charm'd  with  the  sight,  the  world,  I  cried. 

Shall  hear  of  this  thy  deed. 
My  dog  shall  mortify  the  pride 

Of  man's  superior  breed. 

But  chief  myself  I  will  eDJoin, 

Awake  at  duty's  call. 

To  shew  a  love  as  prompt  as  thine 

To  Him  who  gives  me  alL 

CovptTm 

VERSES 

ENGBAVED   UPON    A   HtJNTING   HORN« 

jLeavb,  studious  youth,  the  cloisters  grey. 
Health  in  the  woodlands  now  aboundsi. 

Hear,  from  this  horn,  th'  inspiring  lay. 
Each  vale  shall  lengthen  out  the  sounds. 

And  thou,  oh  Dian !  with  thy  train. 
Be  present,  rouse  the  lurking  prey ; 

Nor  let  their  coverts  these  restrain. 
Course  as  the  wind  the  open  way. 

So  thy  recesses,  unenjoy'd. 

No  beast  goat-footed  shall  come  near ;  , 
Nor  by  Actseon  thou  anrioy'd. 

When  bathing  in  the  fountain  clear. 

Literary  Magazine, 

8 
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ON  RETIREMENT. 

Jlis  weak  and  worldly  to  conclude 
Retirement  all  a  solitude ; 
The  wise  and  good  will  always  own. 
That  man  is  never  less  alone. 
Than  when  alone ;  'tis  so  with  me. 
When  in  my  own  large  company. 

Withdrawn  and  pensive  while  I  move. 
Beneath  the  shkde  of  yonder  grove ; 
31onarchs  that  triple  circles  wear. 
Feel  not  the  weight  of  half  my  care : 
In  sighs  and  pray'rs  my  soul  I  bend. 
Bat  rise  to  transports  in  the  end. 

When  from  the  world  retired  apart. 
To  dress  the  temple  of  my  heart ; 
To  make  it  beautiful  and  fair. 
Fit  for  the  God  residing  there  ; 
'Tis  then,  and  only  then  I  live. 
Enjoying  all  this  globe  can  give. 

Think'st  thou  to  treat  almighty  powV 
Is  but  the  bus'ness  of  an  hour^ 
O  who,  that  gets  so  dear  a  guest. 
But  once  enshrined  within  his  breast,  . 
Would,  for  this  world's  impertinence. 
Neglect  him  there,  or  drive  him  thence  ? 
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My  Eden  then  be  my  abode^ 
And  the  great  vii^tant^  my  God ! 
He  only  my  companion  be* 
From  whom  I  hope  eternity ! 
They  who  below  their  heav'n  fore-date^ 
Ne'er  dread  th'  uplifted  hand  of  ftite. 
Tasting  the  glories  that  shall  crown 
An  endless  life  when  this  is  done. 

Weekly  Ammemmt. 


VERSES 

Supposed  to  be  written  bp  Alexander  Selkirk^  during  Ut 
solitary  abode  in  the  Inland  of  Juan  Fernandez. 

JL  AM  monarch  of  all  I  survey^ 
My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute^ 

From  the  centre  all  round  to  the  sea, 
I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute. 

Oh  solitude !  where  are  the  charms 
That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms, 
Tban  reign  in  this  horrible  place. 

{  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 
I  must  finish  my  journey  alone. 

Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech, 
I  start  at  the  sound  of  my  own. 
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The  beasts  tfist  roam  oVer  tffe  plain. 
My  forai  with  indifference  see^ 

They  are  so  unacquainted  with  man. 
Their  tameness  is  shocking  to  me. 

Society^  friendship^  and  love. 
Divinely  bestow'd  upon  man> 

Oh  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove. 

How  soon  would  I  taste  you  again  t 

My  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 
In  the  ways  of  religioii  and  troth. 

Might'  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age. 
And  be  cheered  by  the  sallies  of  youth. 

Religion !  what  treasure  untold 
Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 

More  precious  than  silver  and  gold. 
Or  all  that  this  ekrth  could  affords 

But  the  sound  of  the  6htirch-going  bell 
Those  vaflies  and  rocks  never  heard. 

Ne'er  sigh'd  at  the  sound  of  a  knell^ 
Or  smird  when  a  sabbath  appeared. 

Ye  winds  that  have  made  nie  yom  sport. 
Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 

Soine  cordial  endearing  report 
Of  a  land  I  shall  visit  no  utiore. 


My  friends  do  they  now  and  then  send 
A  wish  or  a  thought  after  me  ? 

,0  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend^ 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  see* 

How. fleet  is  the  glance  of  the  mind, 

.  Compard  with.  the.  speed  of  its  flight! 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind. 

And  the  swift-wing'd  airows  of  light. 

When  I  think  on  my  own  native  land. 
In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there ; 

But  alas !  recollection  at  hand. 
Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despair. 

S^ut  the  sea  fowl  is  gone  to  her  nest. 
The  beast  is  laid  down  in  his  lair, 

Ev*n  here  is  a  season  of  rest. 
And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 

There  is  merely  in  ev'ry  place, 
.And  mercy,  encouraging  thought ! 

Gives  even  affliction  a  grace. 
And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot. 
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INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  COPPICE. 

« 

Heedless  wanderer^  come  not  here 
With  clamourous  voice,  or  footstep  rude. 

For  harmony's  sweet  sake  forbear 
To  violate  this  solitude. 

For  ne*er  the  nightingale  forsakes 

This  haunt  when  hawthorn  blossoms  spring; 
Veil'd  in  the  shade  of  tangled  brakes. 

She  calls  hernestlings  forth  to  sing. 

Hark  !  catch  you  not  their  warbling  wild,  . 

That  softly  flow  the  leaves  among  ? 
Now  loudly  shrill,  now  sweetly  mild 

The  descant  of  their  thrilling  song. 

The  earliest  primrose  of  the  year 

Beneath  delights  its  flowers  to  spread ; 

The  clustering  hare-bell  lingers  near 
The  cowslip's  dew-bespangled  bed. 

And  while  the  western  gales  allay 
The  keenness  of  the  noontide  heat. 

They  tell  where,  pleas'd  to  shun  the  day. 
The  vilet  scents  her  low  retreat. 
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See,  sparkling  with  a  trembling  gleam. 

The  rivulet  meandVing  flows ; 
While  in  the  bosom  of  the  stream. 

The  virgin  lily  quivVing  blows. 

If  tempted  by  the  twilight  shade. 

Beneath  the  smooth-leaf 'd  beech  to  lay. 

Soon  will  the  charms  that  dress  the  glade. 
Bring  sweet  oblivion  of  your  way. 

But,  heedless  wand*rer,  oome  not  here. 
This  feast  was  not  prepared  for  thee ; 

Unless  thy  heart  feels  nought  more  dear. 
Than  nature  and  simplicity. 

Universal  Magazine^ 


EPIGRAM. 

So  zealously  why  will  my  friend 
To  take  a  wife  incessant  press  me  ? 

I'm  well  aware  what  joys  attend. 

If  heaven  in  my  choice  should  bless  me. 

But  can  one  be  too  circumspect  ? 

^  Tis  dangerous  vent 'ring  on  a  wife ! 
Some  sound  philosophers  direct 

—A  man  should  think  on't  all  his  life. 

M,  de  Maucroix, 


ODE  TO  FOLLY. 


J?  OLLY  adieu !  here  ends  thy  reign. 
And  all  thy  light  fantastic  train ; 
From  midnight  scenes  of  fancied  joy. 
Where  laughter  grins  at  every  toy. 
Thy  constant  votary  before 
Thy  presence  flies— -to  come  no  more, 

,No  more  shall  Ceres'  cup  prevail, 
Tho'  Comus  and  his  rout  assail, 
Ne^er  cheat  my  senses  o'er  again 
With  transient  joys — for  years  of  pain. 
Where  seeming  bliss  and  seeming  good 
So  late,  alas !  are  understood. 

How  pleas'd,  amid  the  noisy  crew. 
Was  I  with  every  scene  in  view, 
Th^  loose  wrote  song,  the  trifling  jest 
With  joy  was  heard,  with  joy  exprest. 
While  modest  sense,  with  bashful  grace. 
Oft  turn'd  aside  to  hide  her  face. 

How  strange  it  is !  the  froward  mind 
Knowing  how  short  the  space  assign'd 
To  crawl  on  earth,  must  still  go  on 
To  grasp  what's  in  possession  gone. 
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Pursuing  ^ill  some  idle  toy. 

Which  may  both  peace  and  health  destroy* 

When  madd'nitig  draughts  have  fir*d  the  brain. 
And  reason  yields  to  folly's  reign. 
How  dangers  then  from  passions  Aovr, 
How  oft  the  friend  is  made  the  foe. 
When,  by  some  frantic  whim  misled. 
You  hurl  destruction  at  his  head. 

Or  worse — perhaps  intending  wit 
(That  mark  so  very  hard  to  hit) 
Some  tender  secret  is  betray 'd. 
Some  word  is  dropp'd,  some  lie  is  made. 
Creating  jealo.usy  and  strife. 
Which  end  but  with  the  parties*  life* 

But,  when  this  wild  debauch  is  past. 
And  cool  reflection  comes  at  last. 
When  reason  re-assumes  her  throne, 
And  all  the  dreadful  picture's  shown^ 
How  conscience  trembles  at  the  view. 
And  vainly  hopes  it  is  not  true. 

Kind  reason  thou  direct  my  will. 
Far  from  such  scenes,  O  keep  me  still. 
The  cup,  with  sweet  refreshment  fraught, 
O  let  me  taste  but  as  I  ought, 
IntQKicating  draughts  farewell. 
Let  temperance  ever  with  me  dwell. 
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So  shall  I  pass  my  life  in  peace. 
So  shail  m}'  health  and  friends  increase. 
All  vexing  thoughts  and  cares  recede. 
And  wisdom  reign  in  folly's  stead; 
Without  a  fear  resign  my  breath. 
And  boldly  face  the  dart  of  death. 

Weekfy  Amusements 


THE  WASHING  WEEK. 


TO    A    FRIEND. 


jIn  this,  dear  George,  we  both  agree, 
(You  bred  in  camp — I  bred  at  sea) 

That  cleanliness  is  oft 
A  cursed  plague  about  a  house. 
And  always  met  our  warm  abuse 

When  boys  with  Mrs.  Croft, 

But  to  the  beggar  and  the  king 
Clean  linen's  a  reviving  thing, 

Tho'  both  these  plagues  don't  reach ; 
The  beggar  strips  at  jocund  morn 
In  some  clear  stream,  and  on  the  thorn 

Spreads  out  his  rags  to  bleach ; 
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ThoKing-^great  man !  sends  all  his  out; 
Not  caring  for  a  single  clout : 

But  what's  more  happy  still, 
He's  not  obliged  to  count  the  rags^ 
Nor  stuff  them  into  canvas  bags^ 

O !  no— oor  write  the  bill. 


But,  Lord  have  mercy  on  us  all! 
Whene'er  we  wash  all  hands  mtist  fall 

To  something  or  another. 
For  madam  scolds,  and  flies  about. 
Now  up,  now  down,  now  in,  now  out. 

Dabbling  thro'  wet  and  smother* 

This  cursed  time  all  comfort  flies: 

At  six  she  starts  *'  Come,  Ned,  come  rise 

And  get  the  lines  hung  out," 
^'  Yes  to  be  sure,  my  dear"— I  cry ; 
I  dare  as  well  be  hang'd  as  lie. 

For  fear  my  dove  should  pout. 


Breakfast  is  got  and  whipped  away. 
Because  the  washers  w^ant  their  tea. 

Before  that  I've  half  done : 
The  doors  all  open— linen's  spread— 
The  sky  looks  black^^^'  Come  hither  Ned, 

Shall  we  have  rain  or  sun? " 


X.. 
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*'  My  dear,  you  need  not  be  ia  pain, 
I  think  it  does  not  look  like  rain : 

^  O  then  we'h  bang  out  more/* 
Wbea  lo !  the  words  have  hardly  past. 
But  down  their  comes  a  heavy  blast;. 

And  aU  must  be  rinc*d  o'er. 


Then  ten*foId  falls  the  peal  on  me ; 
*  You  ass**  to  be  ten  years  at  sea. 

See— see  the  linen !  do ! " 
I  sneak  away  to  have  a  smile 
Snug—while  I  hear  her  all  the  while 

Calling  me  black  and  blue. 

But  what  still  troubles  more  my  mind 
Ainidst  such  pl^igues,  at  once  to  find 

The  washer,  as  she  rings. 
Cracking  some  jest— then  o'er  the  tub 
Pauses  awhile— arid  every  rub 

With  pleasure  squalls  and  sings. 

I  hate,  I  must  c6iifess,all  dirt. 
And  truly  love  a  well-wash'd  shirt ; 

But  once  a  mouth,  this  reek 
Is  more  than  iiesh  or  Mood  can  bear; 
And  him  I  hate— oh  make  his  share 

A  washing  every  week ! 

W'eektjf  Amusement. 
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VERSES 

BT    MRS.    BOBTN»ON^ 

To  a  Gentleman  why  mked  her  opinitm  of  a  £ti^. 

W^HAT  is  a  kiss  ?  'Tis  but  a  seal^ 
That  wumily  printed,,  soon  decays  v 

'Tis  but  a  zephyr^  taught  to  steal 
Where  fleeting  falsehood  smiling  plays^ 

The  breeze  will  kiss  the  flowV ;  but  soon 
From  flow'r  to  weed  inconstant  blows— 

Such  is  the  kiss  of  love,  the  boon 
Which  fickle  fancy  oft  bestows* 

A  balmy  kii«  once  Venu*  g»ve 

The  rose  that  caught  her  lover  s  sigh  ; 

That  rose  with  ev'ry  gale  would  wave. 
At  every  glance  of  morning  die ; 

Would  ope  its  bosom  to  the  beam 

That  glowing  noon  promiscuous  threw. 

Or  to  the  twilight's  parting  gleam 
Would  yield  responsive  tears  of  dew ; 

Oft  to  the  bee  its  sweets  would  give. 
And  flaunt  its  odours  wild  around ; 

With  honey 'd  breath  bid  pleasure  live. 
Or,  with  its  hidden  mischiefs,  wound. 
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This  rose  was  white,  and  to  be  blest 

Around  it  insect  myriads  flew  ; 
Charm'd  by  the  wonders  of  its  breast^ 

Thrice  essenc'd  in  the  summer  dew. 

But  when  the  lip  of  beauty  shed 
A  rival  sweetness  on  that  breast^ 

It  blush'd^  and  droopM  its  fragrant  head^ 
Asham'd  to  be  so  proudly  blest. 

Its  colour  chang'dy  a  crimson  glow 

Fix'd  on  its  alter'd  form  appears^ 
While  round  the  sighing  zephyrs  blow. 
And  nature  bathes  its  breast  with  tears. 

Then  does  not  every  kiss  impart^ 

In  mieigic  thrills  of  speechless  pleasure;. 

Reproaches  to  the  wand'ring  heart 
That  knows  not  how  to  prize  the  treasure  ? 

O !  yes,  then  let  my  bosom  prove 

No  throb,  but  friendship's  throb  divine ; 
And  let  the  kiss  of  fickle  love. 
Capricious  monitor,  be  thine. 
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FATHERLESS  FANNY. 


^XEBN  and  cold  i&  the  blast  loudly  whistling  around. 
As  cold  as  the  lips  that  once  smird  upon  me; 

And  unyielding,  alas !  as  this  hard  frozen  ground^ 
The  arms  once  so  ready  my  shelter  to  be* 

Both  my  parents  are  dead,  and  few  friends  I  can  boast. 
But  few  to  console,  and  love  me,  if  any ; 

And  my  gains  are  so  small,  a  bare  pittance  almost ! 
Repays  the  exertions  of  fatherless  Fanny. 

Once,  indeed,  I  with  pleasure  and  patience  could  toil. 
But  'twas  when  my  parents  sat  by  and  approval ! 

Then  my  laces  to  sell  I  went  out  with  a  smile. 
Because  my  fatigue  fed  the  parents  I  lov^d. 

And  at  night,  when  I  brought  themmy  hardly-eamM  gains. 
Though  small  they  might  be,  still  my  comforts  were. 

many. 

For  my  mother's  fond  blessing  rewarded  my  pains> 
My  father  stood  watching  to  welcome  his  Fanny. 

But,  ah  !  now  that  I  work,  by  their  presence  uncheer'd, 
I  feel  'tis  a  hardship,  iudeeed,  to  be  poor; 

While  I  shrink  from  fatigue,  now  no  longer  endear'd. 
And  sigh  as  I  knock  at  the  wealthy  man's  door. 
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Then,  alas!  when  at  night  I  return  to  my  home. 
No  longer  I  boast  that  my  comforts  are  many; 

To  a  silent,  deserted,  dark  dwelling  I  come, 

Whereno  one  exclaims ''  Thoa  art  welcome  myFanny !" 

That,  that  is  the  pang !  want  and  toil  would  impart 
No  pang  to  my  breast^  if  kind  jfiiends  I  could  see'; 

For  the  wealth  I  require  is  that  of  the  heart. 
The  smUes  of  affection  are  xiches  to  me* 

Then,  in  pity,  ye  rich,  when  to  you  I  apply 

To  purchase  my  goods,  though  you  do  not  buy  any. 

With  the  accents  of  kindness,  O  deign  to  deny. 
You'll  comfi>rt  the  heart  of  poor  fatherless  Fanny. 

The  Album. 


EPIGRAM. 

Hark  forward  !  cries  the  Squire ;  his  hounds 
Dash  o*er  his  neighbour  Crabtree's  grounds, 

Who  bawFd  aloud  (although  too  late) 
'*  I  wish  your  honour  would  but  try 
To  do  to  folks  as  you  re  done  by. 

Nor  let  them  run  through  my  estate.^ 
'^  My  friend  ^  replies  the  laughing  Squire, 
'*  Fm  doi^  just  what  you  desire ; 
To  all  the  j^untry  'tis  well  known 
I  don't  mind  running  through  my  own.** 

Mitton. 
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STANZAS 

TVBITTSN    IK    PAKCELAS^   CHURCH-<TAR]>. 


X  ROM  wanton  gcen«8^  ike  shew  of  fbob^ 

Ye  idle  here  repair ! 
Where  wisdom,  yet  imtaaght  ia  schools. 

Embalms  this  calmer  air ! 

Here  pride  has  struck  its  lofty  sttl^ 
That  rov'd  the  wodd  around ; 

Here  roseate  beauty,  cold  and  pale. 
Has  lost  the  pow'r  to  wound. 

Alas !  no  pleasing  ol^iects  Iiere 

The  perish'd  sense  invite ; 
No,  music  charms  the  tuneful,  ear. 

No  colours  strike  the  sight. 

Within  this  silent  spot  of  peace. 

What  numbers  lie  comprest ; 
The  wicked  here  from  mischief  cease, 

Tlie  weary  here  find  rest. 

Here  lei  me  muse,  and,  wrapt  in  thought^ 
The  realms  of  death  survey ;  ^ 

"fill  by  the  view  reflective  taught 
I  learn  to  live  to-day. 
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How  vain  is  life !    To-morrow's  dawir 

Perhaps  I  ne*er  may  see ! 
Between,  how  slight  the  curtain,  drawn^ 

Eternity  and  me  I 

Indulgent  God— whatever  share 

Of  fleeting  life  I  prove. 
Oh  !  be  it  still  my  foremost  care* 

To  gain  thy  guardian  love». 

That  so— when  this  dissolving  frame^ 

Shall  mingle  with  the  dust. 
Preserved  my  better  part  may  claim- 

A  portion  with  the  jusU 

Imprisoned  in  this  hoose  €^clay>. 

The  soul  dejected  sighs ; 
By  death  unchain'd— she  soars  away^ 

And  seeks  her  native  skies. 

JVeckl^f  Amusementi 


ON  THE  DECEITFULNESS  OF  HOPE. 

Oft  have  divines  and  sages  taught, 
•     ''  Our  earthly  hopes  how  frail ! " 
Yet  has  their  doctrine,  wisdom-fraught. 
Been  deemed  an  empty  tale. 
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Some  bliss,  thro'  Fancy's  optics  view'd. 

All  hope  to  gain  to-morrow ; 
Still  does  the  prize  our  grasp  elude^ 

Replac'd,  alas !  by  sorrow. 

As  mortals  frequently  'tis  seen. 

Upon  this  precept  trample ;  «. 

So  please  my  muse,  its  truth  I  meau- 
T'  illustrate  by  example. 

'*  Long  time  IVe  led  a  weary  life  * 

Cries  Tom,  with  hope  elated, 
*^  To  Kate,  my  vixea  of  a  wife. 

By  wedlock  subjugated.. 

"  At  length  my  liberty  I  gain. 

Thank  fortune  for  the  favour! 
For  Kate  thi&  night  her  bed  has  ta'en,. 

And  ail  the  world  can't  save  her. 

^  Then  welcpme  days  and  nights  replete 
With  joys  transcending  measure ! 

Nought  henceforth  can  my  bliss  defeat. 
Or  freeze  the  tide  of  pleasure!" 

Ye  whom  such  reveries  delight,  » 

By  Tom's  mishap  take  warning- 
Kate  took  her  bed  on  Thursday  night,. 
But— -rose  on  Friday  morning ! 

T  2  The  JWion. 
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ADDRESS  TO  WOMAN. 


jDesign'd  for  peace,  dnd  soft  delight^ 

For  tender  love,  add  pity  mild!  . 
O  seek  not  thou  the  craggy  height. 

The  howling  main,  the  desert  wild. 

Stay  in  the  shelter*d  vale  below. 

Where  calmly  blows  the  fragrant  air ;: 

But  shun  the  mountain's  stormy  brow. 
For  darkened  winds  are  whistling  there^ 

The  ruffian,  man,  endures  the  strife 
Of  tempests  fierce,  and  raging  seas ;     ^ 

But  brave  not  thou  the  storms  of  life. 
Woman,  thou  rosy  child  of  ease  I 

Ah !  surely  on  thy  natal  day 

Great  Nature  smil'd  in  kindliest  mood ; 
Suspended  held  the  bloody  fray. 

And  hush'd  the  wind,  and  smooth*d  the  flood. 

WJiile  MANi  that  lives  a  life  of  pain. 

Was  with  a  soul  vindictive  bom. 
Loud  winds  blew  round  him,  and  the  rain 

Beat  furious  on  his  wint'ry  morn. 
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IBut  ^flou,  beneath  a  kinder  sky. 

What  distant  tempest  wakes  thy  fears  i 

Why  does  that  mild,  that  trembling  eye. 
Gleam  through  a  efarystal  film  of  tears  i 

4Stay  in  the  vale !— no  wild  affright 
Shall  cross  thy  path^  nor  sullen  care  ; 

But  go  not  to  the  craggy  height— 
The  furious  sto^m  is  raging  there. 

Mii8  Sewardp 


SONNET. 


ID  BY  be  that  tear,  my  gentlest  love. 
Be  hush'd  that  struggling  sigh. 

Not  seaaoja's  day,  nor  fate  shall  prove 
Mere  fix'd— more  true  than  I ! 

Hush*d  be  that  sigh-^be  dry  that  tear, 

Cease,  boding  doubt-««-€ease,  anxious  fear. 

Ask'st  thou  how  long  itty  vows  shall  stay. 

When  all  that's  new  is  past? 
How  long— ah,  Delia,  can  I  say. 

How  long  my  life  will  last  I 
Dry  b^  that  tear,  be  hush'd  that  sigh. 
At  least  I'll  love  thee  till  I  die ! 
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And  does  that  thought  affect  thee  too,. 

The  thought  of  Sylvio's  death. 
That  he,  who  only  breathes  for  you. 

Must  yield  that  faithful  breath  ? 
Hush'd  be  that  sigh,  be  dry  that  tear, 
Nor  let  us  lose  our  heaven  here ! 

JK.  jB.  Skeridatu 


VERSES. 


JLet  others  plough  the  foaming  seas. 

In  search  of  wealth,  and  dear-bought  powV, 

Be  mine  poetic  rural  ease. 
The  humble  cot,  the  quiet  hour. 

Jjet  some  assume  the  gilded  state. 

Attendant  on  their  prince's  nod. 
Whilst  I  (disdaining  to  be  great) 

Would  rather  turn  the  fruitful  sod. 

Let  some  explore  Arabia's  waste. 
Or  visit  Greenland's  frozen  shore. 

Whilst  I  far  greater  pleasure  taste. 
And  be  contented,  tho'  yet  poor. 

Virtue  can  raise  the  drooping  heart. 

And  from  affliction  wipe  the  tear. 

With  balm  can  cure  the  keenest  smart. 

And  sweetly  sooth  the  pang  of  care. 

C.S.m6. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN  BY    MRS.   OPIE, 

And  sung  at  the  Concert  for  the  benefit  of  the  Widen  rf 

the  late  Mr.  Sharpe. 

C!oLD  are  the  lips  whose  gentle  force 
The  reed  to  sweetest  strains  compelled: 

Hush'd  is  the  breath  whose  ready  course 
In  lengthea'd  tone  the  cadence  swell'd, 

LovM  child  of  feeling  1  now  no  more 
Thy  tones  the  soul  of  tasjte  shall  feed^ 

And  we^  in  music's  brightest  hour^ 
Shall  sigh  and  miss  thy  tuneful  reed* 

With  thee,  to  our  neglected  plains 
The  soul  of  genuine  music  came*; 

Taste,  genius,  fir'd  us  in  thy  strains. 
While  all  thy  precepts  fann'd  the  flame« 

But  short  the  boast— those  strains  so  deat 
No  more  the  choral  throng  shall  lead- 
Yet  still  in  grateful  memory's  ear 
Will  sweetly  sound  thy  tuneful  reed. 


fSO 


AN  UNFORTUNATE  MOTHER 

ToMrJhlfautMtiheBreatt. 

Unhappy  child  of  iDdiscretion ! 

Poor  slumb'rer  on  a  breast  forlorn. 
Pledge  and  reproof  of  past  tfansgreasioQ, 

Dear^  though  unwelcome  to  be  bom. 

For  thee>  a  suppliant  wish  addressing 
To  Heav'n,  thy  mother  fain  would  dare ; 

But  conseioufi  binges  stain  the  blessing. 
And  sighs  suppress  my  broken  pray  V. 

But,#pite  of  th^se,  my  mind  unshaken. 

In  parent  duty  tui  ns  to  thee ; 
Though  long  repented,  ne'er  forsaken. 

Thy  days  shall  lov'd  and  guarded  be. 

And,  lest  th*  iiyurious  world  upbraid  thee. 
For  mine,  or  for  thy  Father's  ill, 

A  nameless  mother  oft Jihali  aid  thee, 
A  hand  unseen  protect  thee,  still. 

And  though,  to  rank  pmd. place  a  stranger. 
Thy  life  an  humble  course  must  ran. 

Soon  shalt  thou  learn  to  fly  the  danger 
Which  I,  loo  late,  have  learn'd  to  shun. 
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MeatWtime  in  the  sequester'd  ▼aQLet, 
Here  may  st  thou  rest  in  safe  content^ 

For  innocence  may  smile  at  malice^ 
And  thou,  O  tbon^  art  innocenU 

Here  to  thy  iniant  wants  are  giv  n 

Shelter  and  xest^  and  purest  air^ 
And  milk  as  pure— -but^.meroy^  Heav*n  I 

My  tears  haYC  diopt,  and  mingled  there. 

C<mner4 


ON  LEAVING  LONDON. 

]FAitEW£LX<>  proud  London!  to  thy  noise  and  grandeur^ 

To  thy  gay  scenes  I  bid  a  long  adieu^ 
For  there  in  vain  for  peace  the  heart  may  wander^ 

Nor  find  the  joys  you  promise  ever  true. 

To  calm  delights  I  haste,  and  tranquil  pleasures. 
Scenes,  which  in  youth's  glad  season  once  I  knew. 

When  liberty  and  ease  form'd  all  my  treasures. 
And  on  swift  wings  the  silkcai  minutes  flew* 

Welcome  ye  glens !  ye  peaceful  shades !  receive  me> 
(A  wand'ring  exile  from  my  native  shore) 

Your  harmless  joys  I  know  will  ne'er  deceive  me, 
I  come  to  quit  yonr  blest  retreats  no  more. 
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When  Springy  with  fiow'ry  wreaths^  the  fields  adorning., 
The  blackbird  singing  from  the  topmost  spray. 

How  sweet  to  taste  the  balmy  breath  of  morning,* 
How  blest  to  wander  at  the  close  of  day. 

The  village  bells  in  artless  cadence  falling. 
Now  faintly  heard^  now  swelling  on  my  ear^ 

Scenes  of  past  bliss  to  mem'ry  fondly  calling. 
Free  from  a  sigl\,  unsullied  with  a  tear. 

When  on  thy  banls,  clear  Trent!  a  school-hoy,  straying 
With  artless  skill  to  tempt  the  finny  race ; 

Or,  through  the  fertile  vale  with  rapture  playing. 
Culling  wild  flowers,  with  slow  and4oit^g  pace. 

Alas !  those  joys  are  gone,  and  gone  for  ever. 
With  pensive  sigh  I  still  the  loss  deplore ; 

Relentless  Time !  thus  from  my  grasp  to  sever 
Those  days  of  youth  I  must  behold  no  more. 

Yet  still  my  thoughts  shall  court  the  fond  remembrance^ 

Ani  still  shall  fancy,  with  deceitful  aid. 
Recall  the  scene  in  all  its  just  resemblance. 

In  brighter  hues  and  tints  which  ne'er  can  lade. 

Whilst  Touhd  my  head  the  breeze  of  health  still  blowing, 
My  mind  from  care,  and  vain  ambition  free. 

Here  on,  thy  banks,  lov'd  Trent !  no  sorrow  knowing, 
1*11  pass  my  days,  and  tune  my  muse  to  thee. 
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Then  farewell^  London !  to  thy  noise  and  grandeur. 

To  thy  gay  scenes  I  bid  a  last  adieu, 
for  in  these  blest  retreats  my  heart  shall  wander. 

And  prove  the  joys  they  promise  ever  true- 

C.S. 


ODE  TO  CANDOUR- 

The  dearest  friend  I  ever  prov'd. 

My  bitterest  foe  I  see:; 
The  fondest  maid  I  ever  lov'd^ 

Is  false  to  love  and  me. 

Yet  shall  I  xir^  the  rising  vow. 
That  tempts  my  wav'ring  mind  1 

Shall  dark  suspicion  cloud  my  brow. 
And  bid  me  shun  mankind  f 

Avaunt,  thou  hell-born  fiend— no  more 

Presume  my  steps  to  guide ; 
Let  me  be  cheated  o'^r  and  o'er. 

But  let  me  still  confide. 

If  this  be  foBy,  all  my  claim 

To  wisdom  I  resign ; 
But  let  no  sage  pretend  to  name 

His  happiness  with  mine. 

Weekljf  Amusemeni, 
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A  FAREWELL. 


Once  more,  enchanting  girl,  adieu ! 

I  must  be  gone  while  yet  I  may : 
Oft  shall  I  weep  to  think  of  you ; 

But  here  I  will  not,  camiot  8tay« 

The  sweet  expression  of  chat&ce. 
For  ever  changing,  yet  the  same. 

Ah  no«  I  dare  not  turn  to  trace. 
It  melts  my  soul,  it  .fires  my  frame ! 

Yet  give  me,  give  me,  ere  I  go. 
One  little  lock  of  those  so  blest. 

That  lend  your  cheek  a  warmer  glow. 
And  on  your  white  neck  love  to  rest. 

Say,  when  to  kindle  soft  delight. 

That  hand  has  chanc*d  with  mine  to  meet, 
How  could  its  thrilling  touch  excite 

A  sigh  so  short,  and  yet  so  sw:eetf 

O  say — but  nQ,,it  must  not  be. 

Adieu,  enchanting  girl,  adieu ! 
Yet  still  methinks  you  frown  on  me ; 

Or  never  could  I  fly  from  you, 

Rogers^ 
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ON  HAVING  OUR  MINDS  SUITED  TO 

OUR  FORTUNE, 

ADDRESSED   tO   A    IBIEN^D. 

Xhts  wotAii  be  stilV  my  wisb^  could  I 

Such  bitter  curse  sJlow^ 
That  those  I  bate  faave  spirits  high.^ 

With  fortuoes^  that  are  low. 

But  surely  when  we  vapour  mmt. 

If  angry  Fortuae  frown. 
She'll  pull  (in  spite  of  all  our  boast> 

Our  lofty  spirits  dowo* 

How  seldom  is  our  good  enjoy'd^ 

Our  ill  how  hardly  borne. 
When  all  our  fancies  are  employed 

To  kick  against  the  thorn. 

A  lowly  heart,  and  littk  eye. 

Kind  heaven  on  me  bestow ; 
Let  those  I  hate  have  spirits  high^ 

With  fortunes  that  are  low. 

Tliese  maxims  sage  and  dry,  youTl  say. 

These  rigid  moral  rules. 
Take  our  superior  sense  away. 

And  sink  us  into  faois^ 
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Whoe'er  can  ease  by  folly  get^ 

Withjustice  may  despise 
The  thoughtful  unenjoying  wity 

The  miserable  wise. 

But  sure  ourselve*  aright  to  see^ 

True  wisdom  well  may  bear ; 
''Tis  uobly  great  to  dare  to  be 

No  greater  than  we  are. 

Think. not  I  envy  courts  and  kings>. 

Or  peevish  hate  mankind ; 
Think  not  this  declaration  ^rings 

From  meanness  of  my  mind; 

Ev'n  I.perhaps,  if  heav'n  would  deign 

High  place  on  me  to  show'ir. 
As  well,  as  any  lord  might  r^ign^ 

As  equal  to  my  power. 

My  mind  with  weight  of  bus'ness  chaFg'd>. 

Of  course  would  bigger  grow ; 
As  riyers  lengthening  when  enlarg'd,. 

Enlarge  their  channels  too. 

.  TiW  then,  a  lowly  heart  and  eye 
Kind  heav'n  on  me  bestow ; 
Let  those  I  hate  have  spirits  high,, 
With  fortunes  that  are  low. 

Weeki}/  Jmusement^ 


i 
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A  THOUGHT  ON  WAKING; 


Sleep  by  night,  and  cares  by  day^ 
Bear  my  fleeting  life  away ; 
Lo !  in  yonder  eastern  skies 
Sol  appears,  and  bids  me  rise ; 
Tells  me  *'  Life  is  on  the  wing. 
And  has  no  returning  spring ; 
Death  comes  on  withr  steady  pace. 
And  life's  the  only  day  of  graoe." 
Shining  preacher !  shining  morning  ¥ 
Let  me  take  th'  important  warning  I. 
Rouse  then  all  my  active  powVs, 
Well  improve  the  coming  hours ;. 
Let  no*  trifles-kill  the- day, 
(Trifles  oft  our  hearts  betray) 
Virtue,  science,  knowledge,  trath,. 
Guide  th'  enquiries  ef  my  youth : 
Wisdom,  and  experience  sage. 
Then  shall  sooth  the  oares  of  age :. 
They  with  time  shall  never  die. 
They  will  lead  to  joys  on  high. 
They  the  paths  of  life  display^. 
Shining  with  celestial  day ; 
Blissful  path,  with  safety  trod,. 
And  it  leads,  the  soul  to  God*. 
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TO  A  LADY 

ON    HEB    KfiTUKN    FROM    BATHING. 

Bb  bash'd^  ye  wiods^  ye  tempests  cease. 
My  love  now  tries  the  fiuthless  main ; 

Be  hush'd^  ye  waves^  and  roll  in  peace. 
Until  my  love  return  again. 

Yet  should  the  wai'ry  mouoAains  foil. 
And  overwhelm  their  lovely  prize, 

'Twere  just^  for  she  their  treHsure  stole^ 
Their  brightest  glitt'ring  gems  for  eyes. 

Yet  see,  more  bright  in  all  her  charmSiL 
My  darling  girl  returning  see ; 

She  tells  me  all  her  soul's  alarms. 
What  boldly  dar'd  the  saucy  sea. 

That  dowB  her  haif  its  food  embrace. 
The  raptur'd  waves  enamonr'd:  clung. 

And,  loath  to  leave  so  sweet  a  place. 
Bright  gems  adown  her  treases  hung. 

Tliat  one  fond  wave,  upon  her  breast. 

To  die  with  ecstacy  resolved. 
And  weeping  as  it  closer  piest. 

In  showers  of  silver  teara  dissolved.  . 
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Yet  grateful  still  for  so  much  bliss. 
It  left  a  gift  its  love  to  prove ; 

And  fix'd  its  coral  in  a  kiss. 
Upon  the  ruby  lips  of  love. 

Literary  Magazine. 


CHLOE  HUNTING. 

Whilst  thousands  court  fair  Cbloe's  love^ 

She  fears  the  dang  reus  jay^ 
But,  Cynthia-like^  frequents  the  grove. 

As  lov.ely  and  as  coy. 

With  the  same  speed  she  seeks  the  hind. 

Or  buDts  the  flying  hare, 
She  leaves  pursuing  swains  behind. 

To  languish  and  despair. 

Oh,  strange  caprice  in  thy  dear  breast. 
Whence  first  this  whim  began ; 

To  follo«v  thus  each  worthless  beast^ 
And  shun  their  sov^reign^  man ! 

Consider,  fair,  what  'tis  you  do. 
How  thus  they  both  m'ust  die, 
Not  surer  they,  when  you  pursue. 
Than  we  whene'er  you  fly. 

Soame  Jenyns^ 
u 
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A  BALLAD. 

jThe  summer  night  was  clear  and  still ; 

The  sea  was  smooth,  the  winds  were  low^ 
And  from  its  som'ce  tlie  village  rill 

Retir'd  with  mournful  lapse  and  slow. 
The  nightingale  complained  aloud. 

The  sorrowing  dove  prolonged  her  moan^, 
And>  smiling  from  the  snowy  cloudy 

The  moon  with  soften  d  lustre  shone« 

The  lucid  stars,  through  azure  skies. 

All  beauteous  glovv'd  with  silv'ry  shene  f 
While  fair  Alfreda's  lovely  eyes. 

With  milder  lustre  grac'd  the  scene. 
As  o'er  a  barren  rock  she  lean'd. 

And  view'd  the  wat'ry  swell  below,. 
She  thus  her  pensive  bosom  strain*d 

With  themes  of  recollected  woe : 

''  When  doom'd  by  unrelenting  fate^ 

My  charmer  left  hi&  native  land^ 
What  agonies  did  love  create. 

As  blooming  Damon  left  the  strand !' 
As  hov'ring  o'er  the  vessel's  side 

I  saw  the  foaming  billows  roll^ 
And  strengthening  breezes  lift  the  tide^ 

A  louder  tempest  swaye^d  my  soul. 
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I  gave  to  grief  the  tender  tear. 

Which  melted  on  my  Damon's  hearty 
And  struck  on  my  astonished  ear^ 

The  dreadful  signal  of  '*  depart.** 
Encircled  in  his  fond  embrace^ 

I  strove  to  lengthen  out  adieu ! 
Till  from  that  shrine  of  matchless  grace, 

Forc'd  by  a  rude  unfeeling  crew. 

t 

'*  And  swift,  unheld  by  lovers  controul. 

O'er. breaking  waves  the  vessel  flew> 
I  saw  the  day-star  of  my  soul 

Decline  from  my  enquiring  view. 
My  e5^es,  while  fast  he  urg'd  his  flight, 

Pursu'd  the  object  of  their  care ; 
My  tearful  eyes  pursued,  till  sight 

Was  lost  in  undistiiiguisb'd  air !  ^ 

RannU^s  Poems, 


THE  SEASONS. 

A    SONG. 

VY^HEN  young  Chloe's  rising  charms 
Invited  lovers  to  her  arras. 

She  look'd  a  dainty  thing ; 
We  saw  her  beauty,  own'd  her  wit ; 
And,  as  the  simile  most  fit. 
We  call'd  the  period  Spring. 

u  a 
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f'ull  bloon'd^  as  in  the  ripen'd  flow'i> 
We  siMv  her  still  matiirer  pow'r^ 

And  woman's  state  become  her: 
The  prudent  mother  and  the  wife^ 
Dispensing  roand  her  all  the  life. 

And  ril  the  bliss  of  Summer. 

Advancing  on  in  iife*s  <;s»^er^ 
The  maids  to  Chloe  lent  an  ear. 

And  what  she  knew,  she  taught  'em: 
Her  sage  advice  bestowinground. 
Till  ev'ry  prudent  virgin  found, 

The  richest  fruits  of  Autumn. 

Now  Chloe's  charms  are  faded  quite. 
Yet  honour  cannot  hold  it  right 

Of  her  due  praise  to  stint  her : 
For  she  who  Summer  well  employs. 
Shall  reap  the  Autumn's  solid  joys. 

Nor  dread  the  frost  of  Winter. 

Focal  MagazitK, 


VERSES. 

Sweet  day,  so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright. 
The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky ; 
Sweet  dews  shall  weep  thy  fell  to  night, 

for  thou  must  die. 
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iSweet  rose^  whose  hue>  angvy  and  VntHv^^ 
Bids  the  rash  gazer  wipe  his  eye. 
Thy  root  is  erer  in  its  grave, 

and  thou  mast  die. 

Sweet  Spring,  fidl  of  sweet  days  and  roses, 
A  box  where  sweets  compacted  lie ; 
My  music  shews  you  have  your  closes, 

and  all  must  die* 

Only  a  sweet  and  virtuous  soul. 

Like  season'd  ti^iber,  never  gives. 

But  when  the  whole  world  turns  to  coal, 

then  chiefly  lives, 
jfr*  Herbert. 


SONNET. 

Ye  roses  bow  your  lovely  heads. 
Nor  boast  youi*  damask  hue ; 

For,  sec,  yon  spotless  lily  spreads 
Her  charms  to  rival  you. 

So.  in  each  beauteous  femak  bi'eadt 

Does  envy^s  passion  dwell ; 
Each  lovely  nymph,  of  charms  possess'dj 

Endeavours  to  excel. 
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Ah !  foolish  maids^  behold  your  doom 

In  yonder  faded  flower ; 
For  what  is  beauty's  softest  bloom  f 

The  triumph  of  an  hour ! 

Bff  Harriet  Falconer ^  l^  years  of  age. 


INSCRIPTION. 


SACRED   TO    THE    MEMOBY    OF    A    LADT. 


If  native  dignity,  with  grace  refin'd. 
The  gentlest  manners,  and  the  purest  mind ; 
If  piety,  with  high  instruction  grac'd. 
The  glorious  inmate  of  a  virtuous  breast ; 
If  chaste  benevolence— affection  mild ; 
If  melting  pity  for  Misfortune's  child ; 
If  filial  fondness,  if  the  tenderest  love 
And  truest  friendship,  admiration  move : 
O  deeply  mourn  Perfection's  proudest  boast. 
The  fair  posessor  of  these  virtues,  lost ; 
Nor  check  the  tender  sigh — the  holy  tear. 
Meek  Pity's  best  disciple  slumbers  here. 

Literary  Magazine, 
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ADDRESS 

TO   THE    SHADE    07   THOMSON. 

I'V^HILE  vrrgiQ  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood. 
Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green. 
Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  mood. 
Or  tunes  Eolian  strains  between : 

While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace. 
Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  shade. 
Yet,  o&,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade : 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind. 
By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head. 
And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind. 
Each  creature  on  his  bounty  feed; 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 
The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows. 
Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar. 
Or  sweeping  wild  a  waste  of  snows  c 

So  long,  sweet  poet  of  the  year. 
Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won  ; 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear. 
Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 
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SONG. 

• 

To  all  you  ladies  aow  at  land 

We  men  at  sea  indite ; 
But  first  would  have  you  understand 

How  hard  it  is  to  write ; 
The  muses  now,  and  Neptune  too. 
We  most  implore  to  wnte  to  you. 

For  tho*  the  muses  should  prove  kiBd> 

And  fill  oar  empty  brain. 
Yet  if  rough  Neptune  rouze  the  wind> 

To  wave  the  azure  main^ 
Our  paper,  pen,  and  ink,  and  we. 
Roll  up  and  down  our  ships  at  sea» 

Then  if  we  write  not  by  each  post. 

Think  not  we  are  unkind^ 
Nor  yet  conclude  our  ships  are  lost. 

By  Dutchmen,  or  by  wind ; 
Our  tears  we'll  send  a  speedier  way» 
The  tide  shall  bring  them  twice  a  day. 

The  King,  with  wonder  and  surprize. 
Will  swear  the  seas  grow  bold. 

Because  the  tides  will  higher  rise 
Than  e'er  they  did  of  old : 
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But  let  him  know  it  is  our  tears 

Brings  floods  of  grief  to  Wliite-hall  stairs. 

Should  foggy  Opdam  cliance  to  know 

Onr  sad  and  dismal  story ; 
The  Dutch  would  scotq  so  weak  a  foe. 

And  quit  their  fort  at  Goree ; 
For  what  resistance  can  they  find 
From  men  who've  left  their  hearts  behind  i 

Let  wind  and  weather  do  its  worst. 

Be  you  to  us  but  kind. 
Let  Dutchmen  vapour,  Spaniards  curse. 

No  sorrow  we  shall  find ; 
'Tis  then  no  matter  how  things  go. 
Or  who's  our  friend,  or  who's  our  foe. 

To  pass  our  tedious  hoars  away 

We  throw  a  merry  main. 
Or  else  at  serious  ombre  play. 

But  why  should  we  in  vain 
Each  other's  ruin  thus  pursue  ? 
We  were  undone  when  we  left  you. 

But  now  our  fears  tempestuous  grow. 

And  cast  our  hopes  away. 
Whilst  you,  regardless  of  our  woe. 

Sit  cai^less  at  a  play ; 
Perhaps  permit  some  happier  man 
To  kiss  your  hand,  or  flirt  your  fan. 
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When  any  mournful  tune  you  hear. 

That  dies  in  evVy  note. 
As  if  it  sigh'd  with  each  man's  care. 

For  being  so  remote ; 
Tliink  then  how  often  love  we've  made 
To  you,  when  all  those  tunes  were  play'd. 

In  justice  you  cannot  refuse 

To  think  of  our  distress. 
When  we,  for  hopes  of  honour,  lose 

Our  certain  happiness ; 
All  those  designs  are  but  to  prove 
Ourselves  more  worthy  of  your  love. 

And  now  we've  told  you  all  our  loves. 

And  likewise  all  our  fears ; 
In  hopes  this  declaration  moves 

Some  pity  from  your  tears ; 
Let's  hear  of  no  inconstancy. 
We  have  too  much  of  that  at  sea. 

By  the  Earl  of  Dorset^  in  j6«5. 


THE  AGED  LOVER  RENOUNCETH  LOVE. 

AN    OLD    BALLAD. 

JT  lothe  that  I  did  love. 

In  youth  that  I  thought  sweet. 

As  time  requires ;  for  my  behove 
Methinks  thev  are  not  meet. 
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My  lusts  they  do  me  leave,  ^' ' 

My  fancies  all  are  fled ; 
And  tract  of  time  begins  to  weave 

Grey  hairs  upon  my  head. 

For  age,  with  stealing  steps. 
Hath  claw'd  me  with  his  crutcli> 

And  lu&ty  youth  away  he  leaps. 
As  there  had  been  none  such« 

My  muse  doth  not  delight 

Me,  as  she  did  before ; 
My  band  and  pen  are  not  in  plight^ 

As  they  have  been  of  yore. 

For  reason  me  denies 

All  youthly  idle  rime. 
And  day  by  day  to  me  she  cries. 

Leave  off  these  toys  in  time. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brow. 
The  furrows  in  my  face. 
Say  limping  age  will  lodge  him  now. 
Where  youth  must  give  him  place. 

The  harbinger  of  death. 

To  me  I  see  him  ride ; 
The  cough,  the  cold,  the  gasping  breath. 

Doth  bid  me  to  provide 
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A  pikeaxe  and  a  spade^ 
And  eke  a  shrouding  sheets 

A  honse  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  most  meet. 

Methinks  I  bear  the  clerk^ 
That  knolls  the  careful  knell. 

And  bids  me  leave  my  weary  work^ 
Ere  nafture  me  compel. 

My  keepers  knit  the  knot^ 

That  youth  doth  laugh  to  sconiy 

Of  me  that  shall  be  clean  forgot^ 
As  I  had  ne*er  been  born. 


Thus  must  I  yoifth  give  up. 
Whose  badge  I  long  did  wear ; 

To  them  I  yield  the  wanton  cup^ 
That  better  may  it  bear. 

Lo  here  the  bared  skull; 

By  whose  bald  sign  I  know^ 
Thai  stooping  age  away  shall  puU 

What  youthful  age  Ad  sow. 

For  beauty  wi&  her  band. 

These  crooked  cares  had  wrought^ 
And  shipp'd  me  into  the  land 

From  whence  I  first  was  brought. 


SOI 

And  ye  that  'bide  behind. 
Have  ye  none  other  trust  ? 

As  ye  of  clay  were  cast  by  kind^ 
So  shall  ye  turn  to  dust. 

Vocal  Jd^Md 


SONG. 

Why  win  Florella,  when  I  gaae. 

My  ravish'd  eyes  reprove  ? 
And  hide  'em  frosa  the  only  face 

They  can  behold  with  love  i 

To  shun  her  scorn,  and  ease  my  care^ 

I  seek  a  nymph  more  kind  ; 
And  while  1  rove  from  fair  to  fiiir^ 

Still  gentle  usage  find. 

But  oh  !  how  faint  is  ev'ry  joy. 

Where  nature  has  no  part ; 
New  beauties  may  my  eyes  employ. 

But  you  engage  my  heart. 

So  resdess  exiles^  doom'd  to  roam. 

Meet  pity  ev'ry  where. 
Yet  languish  for  their  native  home, 

Tho'  death  attends  them  there. 

Mr.  BudgeK. 
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VERSES  TO  A  LADY^ 


SNCLOSING    A   TICKET    FOR    COx's    MUSEUM. 


You  have  read,  my  dear  madam,  of  wonderful  sights. 

In  French  fairy  tales,  and  th'  Arabian  nights. 

Where  of  palaces  splendid,^  pavilions  of  gold. 

And  vases  of  agate,  and  amber  we  re  told ; 

Of  fine  glittering  chariots,  drawn  by  gilt  dragons. 

And  elephants  drawing  us  fine  broad-wheel'd  waggons ;, 

Of  pearl-dropping  linnets,  and  gem-breeding  caskets. 

Of  rose  diamond  fountains,  and  brilliants  in  baskets. 

Of  emeralds,  rubies,  and  saphires  so  bright. 

That  they  rival  the  stars  with  their  lustre  and  light. 

So  greatly  romantic  indeed  what's  related. 

We  think  the  fine  things  all  by  fancy  created  ; 

But  of  William  Street's  charming  fine  sight  take  a  view. 

And  you'll  own  the  strange  stories  are  probably  true. 

For  they're  realiz'd  all,  as  you'll  say  when  you  see  *em^ 

In  Cox^s  superb  and  surprizing  Museum. 

Enclos'd  is  your  passport,  take  Bell  in  your  hand. 

And  feast  on  the  wonders  of  this  fairy  land* 

Freeman's  Uibemim. 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALMANACK, 

Seni  as  a  Nca-yeai^t  Gift  ta  a  Young  Ladf.. 

JLoNG  time  revolving  i»my  miad, 

A  proper  New-year's  gift  to  find. 

At  length  with  compliments  o'  the  season^ 

I  send  you  this — and  here's  my  reason. 

I  know  you'll  cry  now,  "  mind  his  airs, 

^Tis  well  it  wa'n't  a  book  of  prayers; 

If  all  hi*  thought  con'd  find  no  better,. 

He  might  have  spar'd  his  gift  and  letter- 

A  present  this  for  gay  nineteen ! 

I  vow  it  puts  one  in  the  spleen." 

But  soft  awhile,  hear  all  I  can  say. 

And  then  I'm  sure  you'll  praise  my  fancy- 

This  book,  with  outside  gay  and  spruce. 

Is  yet  more  valu'd  for  its  use ; 

Which  shews  that  you,  however  fair. 

Should  make  your  mind  your  chiefest  care;. 

Besides,  tho'  now  so  useful  deem'd, 

Tho'  sought  by  all,  by  all  esteem'd, 

(For  here  we  see  as  in  a  glass. 

How  quick  the  fleeting  moments  pass^ 

And  catch  with  ecstasy  of  soul. 

The  various  seasons  as  they  roll ;. 
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See  Spring,  led  on  by  blooming  May,, 
Summer,  in  flow'ry  mantle  gay ; 
See  Autumn's  harvest  load  the  plain. 
While  sober  Winter  shuts  tte  scene.) 
Tho*  thus  its  merit  aU  admire, 
The  Lord,  the  Farmer,  and  the  Squire^ 
Yet,  if  lock'd  up,  but  while  the  sun 
Once  more  his  aonu^  course  sliail  run^ 
'  Twill  tlien,  alas  !  be  out  of  date. 
And  find  a  sad  reverse  of  fate ; 
Adnur*d  no  more,  but  left  to  rot^ 
tJseless  to  all,  by  aH  forgot. 

So  if  a  maid,— but  oh !  that  you 
May  never  prove  the  maxim  true. 
From  pride  and  cruelty,  disdains 
To  hear  the  vows  of  constant  swains. 
Smiles  at  their  sighs,  and  scorns  their  paiusj 
Too  soon,  O  dire  revenge,  they  find 
Time  stealing  on  her  from  behind  ; 
She  then  her  cruelty  repents. 
She  then  her  wasted  youth  laments ; 
While  they,  exulting,  mock  her  cares. 
And  all  ker  sighs  are  vain  as  theirs. 

Freeman's  JoutmH. 
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POEM 

Written  hy  a  Gentkwan,  on  seeing  the  body  of  his  only  son  in 
a  coffin,  who  died  under  Jize  ytars  ttf  age, 

jLook^  Sensibility^  on  this^ 

The  little  fondling  boy  ! 
Who  wou'd  on  tip-toes  beg  a  kiss^ 

With,  dear  papa,  good-bye. 

Whose  harmless  soul^  and  prattling  totrigue^ 

(Seen  with  a  parent's  eye) 
Bright  future  prospects  spread  along; 

But— ended  in  a  sigh. 


Whence  all  this  fondness.  Wisdom,  say. 
Which  makes  me  look  intent 

Upon  this  little  lump  of  clay. 
And  call  it  innocent  ? 

'Tis  that  affection,  wisely  meant, 

(By  pow*r  Almighty  giv'n) 
To  nurse  a  life  God  only  lent,. 

1111  order'd  home  to  heav'n. 

Th'  affection  you  have  shewn,  so  true,  [ 

He  wants  not — tho'  'twas  kind- 
Divide  it  now,  where  'tis  most  due^ 
'Mongst  those  he  left  behind. 
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Let  judgment  aver  passion  get 

Its  reasonable  sway ;. 
He^  for  himself,  has  paid  that  debt,  ' 

You,  for  yourself,  must  pay^ 

Come,  silly  mortal !  take  your  stand. 
Here  view  the  world  unknown  ; 

Now  would  you  wish  him  in  your  hand. 
Or  in  his  God^s  alone  I 

'^Tis  wisdom  brings  you  here,  to  see 
A  sight  your  heart  must  bless; 

Him  on  his  heavenly  Father's  knee. 
You  with  one  care  the  less% 

His  innocence  to  rest  is  gone 

In  preference  to  you ; 
Remember,  tho'  hk  work  is  done. 

That  yours  is  yet  to  do* 

Then  dry  your  tears,  your  duty  know, 

Kejoice  that  this  is  true ; 
To  him  you  certainly  may  go. 

Who  cannot  come  to  you. 

Let  Wisdom's  voice  be  heird  alone. 

Nor  vainly  think  to  see 
A  lasting  comfort,  built  upon 

Short-livy  mortality. 
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Pow'r  infinite^  and  wisdom,  claim 

Authority  sii^>rem€ ; 
Goodness  and  Mercy  are  his  name^ 

And  rectitude  his  scheme. 

Shall  Passion  to  calm  goodness  preach 

How  matters  ought  to  be  ? 
Or  Ignorance  pretend  to  teach 

Infalibility. 

Pleasure  will  various  arts  employ 

To  lead  your  feet  astray  ; 
Affliction  is  the  guide-post  nigh. 

To  keep  you  in  your  way. 

'Tis  God  presides  o'er  things  below. 

Submission  is  his  due ; 
That  duty  to  your  Father  shew. 

Your  child  has  shewn  for  you. 

Hail,  Wisdom's  voice — I  will  obey. 
Folly  and  shame  unite  ; 
.  Passion  no  more  shall  bear  the  sway, 
'  Tis  wisdom  I  invite. 

The  expectation,  rais'd  too  high. 
Made  my  child's  case  my  own ; 

To  build  a  house  of  cards — then  cry 
Because  it  tumbled  down. 
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Gram  to  my  soul— (this  is  my  pra/r) 

A  ray  of  light  divine  j 
To  see  things  as  they  truly  are. 

And  happiness  is  mine. 

Iphen  Disappoiotroent's  cruel  hand. 

Can  never  wouimJ  my  ease ; 
For  patience,  hy  divine  coounand. 

Shall  stand  to  keep  the  peace. 

Tho'  troubles  round  me  cloud  the  day, 

I  cannot  be  undone. 
Whilst  Resignation's  voice  shall  say. 

Thy  will  and  mine  be  one. 

When  kind  affliction  shall  appear, 

1  then  can  kiss  the  rod  ; 
And  all  my  passions  bring  to  bear 

Allegiance  to  my  God. 

With  him  I  will  no  danger  dread. 
But  hope  for  what's  to  come  ; 

Cheerful  pursue  the  path  he  made. 
To  lead  me  to  my  home. 

Freeman* s  Joumah 
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THs  roiLowiKa 

JEU    D'  ESPRIT 

Was  the  productkm  of  the  {iresent  Dean  of  Deny,  Dr.  Bunatd,  ulitf 
advanced;  in  conversation  with  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  and  other  wits, 
that  fad  thought  **  no  man  could  improve  when  he  was  past  the  age  of 
forty-five.**  Johnson  (Samuel)  who  was  in  company,  with  his  usual 
roughnessi,  immediately  turned  round  to  the  facetious  Dean,  and  told 
him  he  was  an  instance  to  the  contrary,  for  that  there  was  great  room 
for  improvement  in  hhn  (the  Dean)  and  wished  he*d  set  about  it ;  upon 
which,  the  Dean  the  next  day  sent  the  following  elegant  Bagatelle  to 
Sir  Joshua  and  the  same  company. 


TO  SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS  AND  Co, 

BY    THE    DEAN    OF   DEBEY. 

j[  LATELY  thought  DO  man  alive 
Could  e  er  improve  past  forty-five. 

And  venturM  to  assert  it ; 
The  observation  was  not  new. 
But  seem'd  to  me  so  just  and  tnie. 

That  none  could  controvert  it. 

*'  No,  sir,"  says  Johnson,  "  tis  not  so,. 
That's  your  mistake,  and  I  can  shew 

An  instance  if  you  doubt  it; 
You,  sir,  who  are  near  forty-eight. 
May  much  improve,  'tis  not  too  late,. 

I  w  ish  you'd  set  about  tC 
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Encouraged  thus  to  mend  my  faults, 
I  turn'd  his  counsel  in  my  thoughts, 

Which  way  I  should  apply  it ; 
Learning  and  wit  seem*d  past  my  reach. 
For  who  can  learn  when  none  will  teach  ? 

And  wit— I  could  not  buy  it. 

Then  come,  my  friends,  and  try  your  skill. 
You  can  inform  me  if  you  will, 

(  My  books'  are  at  a  distance.) 
With  you  I'll  live  and  learn,  and  then 
Instead  of  books,  I  shall  read  men. 

So  lend  me  your  assistance. 

Dear  Knight  of  Plympton^*  teach  me  how 
To  suffer  with  unruffled  brow. 

And  smile  serene  like  thine ; 
The  jest  uncouth,  or  truth  severe. 
To  such  I'll  turd  my  deafest  ear. 

And  calmly  drink  my  wine. 

Thou  sayest,  not  only  skill  is  gain'd, 
But  genius  too,  may  be  obtain'd 

By  studious  imitation ; 
Thy  temper  mild,  thy  genius  fine^ 
I'll  copy  till  I  make  thee  mine. 

By  constant  application. 

*  Sir  Joshua  Reyiiolds. 
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Thy  art  of  pleasing  teach  me  Garrick, 
Thou  who  reverest  odes  Pindarick, 

A  second  time  read  o'er,* 
Oh !  couM  we  read  thee  backwards  too. 
Last  thirty  yeare  thou  should'st  review. 

And  charm  us  thirty  more. 

If  I  have  thoughts  and  can't  express  *em. 
Gibbons  shall  teach  me  how  to  dress  'em. 

In  terms  select  and  terse  ^ 
Jones  teach  me  modesty  and  Greek, 
Smith  how  to  think,  Burke  how  to  speak. 

And  Beauclerc  to  converse. 

Let  Johnson  teach  me  how  to  place. 
In  fairest  lights  each  borrow'd  grace. 

From  him  Fll  learn  to  write  ^ 
Copy  his  clear  familiar  style. 
And,  from  the  roughness  of  his  fik,     . 

Grow  like  himself— polite* 


*  Garrick  being  asked  to  read  Cumberland's  Odes,  laughed  immo- 
derately,  and  affirmed  that  such  stuff  might  as  well  be  read  backwards 
as  forwards,  and  the  witty  Roscius  accordingly  read  them  in  that 
manner,  and  produced  the  same  good,  sense  and  poetry  as  the  senti« 
mental  author  had  ever  genius  to  write* 

Freeman's  Journal* 
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TO  A  LADY. 

Tis  not  the  liquid  brigbtness  of  those  eyes. 

That  swim  with  pleasure  and  delight; 
Nor  those  fair  heavenly  arches  which  arise 

O'er  each  of  them  to  shade  their  light ; 
*Tis  iiQt  that  hair  which  plays  with  ev'ry  wiud. 

And  loves  to  wanton  round  thy  face ; 
Now  straying  o'er  thy  forehead,  now  behind. 

Retiring  with  insidious  grace. 

'Tis  not  that  lovely  range  of  teeth,  as  white 

As  new-shorn  sheep,  equal  and  fair ; 
Nor  even  that  gentle  smile,  the  heart's  delight. 

With  which  no  sinile  could  e'er  compare ; 
*Tis  not  that  chin  so  round,  that  neck  so  fine. 

Those  breasts  that  swell  to  meet  my  eye ; 
That  easy  sipping  waist,  that  form  divine 

For  which  I  burn,  for  which  I  die. 

'Tis  not  the  living  colours  over  each. 

By  Nature's  finest  piencil  wrought. 
To  shame  the  fresh-blown  rose,  and  blooming  peacl^ 

And  mock  the  happiiest  painter's  thought : 
But,  'tis  that  gentle  mind,  that  ardent  love. 

So  kindly  answering  my  desire ; 
That  grace  with  which  you  look,  and  speak,  and  move, 

That  thus  have  set  my  soul  on  fire. 

Vocal  Magamt* 
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VERSES 

TO    A    LADY    ON    HER    BIRTFI-DAT. 

Oh,  be  thou  blest  with  all  that  Heav*n  can  send^ 

Long  life^  long  healthy  long  pleasure^  and  a  friend ! 

Not  with  those  toys  that  women  would  admirej 

Riches  that  vex,  and  vanities  that  tire. 

Let  joy  and  ease,  let  affluence  and  content. 

And  the  good  conscience  of  a  life  well  spentj 

Calm  ev'ry  thought,  awaken  ev'ry  grace. 

Glow  in  thy  heart,  and  smile  upon  thy  face ! 

Let  day  improve  on  djjy,  and  year  on  year. 

Without  a  pang,  a  trouble,  or  a  fear ! 

And  oh !  since  death  must  that  dear  frame  destroy^ 

Die  by  some  sudden  ecstasy  of  joy  !•— 

In  some  soft  dream,  may  thy  mild  soul  remove. 

And  be  thy  latest  gasp— a  sigh  of  love ! 

Freeman's  JournaL 


BEAUTY  AND  MUSIC. 

Jmusic  has  pow'r  to  melt  the  soul ; 

By  Beauty  nature's  sway*d  ; 
Each  can  th<uuiiverse  control. 

Without  the  other's  aid. 
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But  here  together  both  appear^ 

And  force  united  try ; 
Music  enchants  the  list'ning  ear. 

And  Beauty  charms  the  eye. 

What  cruelty  these  pow'rs  to  join! 

These  transports  who  can  bear? 
Oh !  let  the  sound  be  less  divine. 

Or  look  the  njmph  less  fair. 

Vocal  MagazitUDt 


SONG, 

Still  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  drest. 
As  you  were  going  to  a  feast ; 
Still  to  be  powdei'*d,  still  perfum'd : 
Lady,  it  is  to  be  presum'd. 
Though  art's  hid  causes  are  not  founds 
All  is  not  sweet,  all  is  not  sound. 

Give  me  a  look,  give  me  a  face. 
That  makes  simplicity  a  grace ; 
Robe  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free  : 
Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  me. 
Than  all  th*  adulteries  of  art : 
They  strike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart, 

Betk  Johnson* 
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VERSES 

TO    A    ROBiN    REDBRGAST, 

JFh  visited  the  madows  itfmi/  prison  cvuy  day* 


It  ELCOME,  pretty  little  stranger  ! 

Welcome  to  mv  lone  retreat ! 
Here,  secure  from  evVy  danger. 

Hop  about  and  chirp  and  eat, 
Robin !  how  I  envy  thee, 
Happy  child  of  liberty  1 

Now,  though  tyrant  Winter  howling. 
Shakes  the  world  with  tempests  round ; 

Heaven  above  with  vapours  scowling. 
Frost  imprisons  all  the  ground  ;— 

Robin !  what  are  these  to  thee  ? 

Thou  art  blest  with  liberty. 

Though  yon  fair  majestic  river 

Mourns  in  solid  icy  chains ; 
Though  yon  flocks  and  cattle  shiver. 

On  the  desolated  plains, 
Robin  !  thou  art  gay  and  free, 
Happy  in  thy  liberty. 
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Hunger  never  shall  distress  thee. 
While  my  cates  one  crumb  afford ; 

Colds  nor  cramps  shall  ne'er  oppress  thee  j, 
Come  and  share  my  humble  board. 

Robin !  come  and  live  with  me. 

Live— yet  still  at  liberty. 

Soon  shall  Spring,  in  smiles  and  blushes. 

Steal  upon  the  blooming  year ; 
Then,  amid  th'  enamour'd  bushes. 

Thy  sweet  song  shall  warble  clear ; 
Then  shall  I  too,  join'd  with  thee. 
Swell  the  hymn  of  liberty. 

Should  some  rough  unfeeling  Dobbin^ 

In  this  iron-hearted  age. 
Seize  thee  on  thy  nest,  my  Robin ! 

And  confine  thee  in  a  cage ; 
Then,  poor  Robin  !  think  of  me. 
Think— and  sigh  for  liberty  ;— 

Liberty,  the  brightest  jewel 

In  the  crown  of  earthly  joys ! 
All  sensations  else  are  cruel. 

All  delights  besides  are  toys. 
None  by  captives,  such  as  wie— 
Know  the  worth  of  liberty. 

Written  during  a  covfinement  in  York  CoitU. 
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LODGINGS  FOR  SINGLE  GENTLEMEN. 

A    TALE. 

It  ILL  Waddle,  whose  temper  was  studious  and  lonely^ 
Hir^d  lodgings  that  took  Single  Gentlemen  only; 
Bnt  Will  was  so  fat,  he  appear*d  like  a  tun. 
Or  like  two  single  gentlemen  rollM  into  one. 

He  enter'd  his  rooms,  and  to  bed  he  retreated. 
But  all  the  night  long  he  felt  feverM  and  heated ; 
And  though  heavy  to  weigh  as  a  score  of  fat  sheep> 
He  was  not,  by  any  means,  heavy  to  sleep. 

Next  night  'twas  the  same ; — and  the  next ; — and  the  next; 
He  perspired  like  an  ox ;  he  was  nervous  and  vex'd : 
Week  passed  after  week,  till,  by  weekly  succession. 
His  weakly  condition  was  past  all  expression. 

In  six  months,  his  acquaintance  began  much  to  doubt 

him; 
For  his  skin,  like  a  lady's  loose  gown,  hung  about  him* 
He  sent  for  a  doctor ;  and  cried,  like  a  ninny, 
"  I  have  lost  many  pound»— make  me  well— -there's  a 

guinea." 

The  doctor  look'd  wise :— *'  A  alow  fever,"  he  said ; 
Prescrib'd  sudorifick's, — and  going  to  bed. 
''  Sudorifick's  in  bed  (exclaioi'd  Will )  are  humbugs, 
I've  enough  of  them  here,  without  paying  for  drugs." 
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Will  kick'cl  out  the  doctor : — but,  when  ill  indeed^ 
E'eu  dismissing  the  doctor  don't  atways  succeed ; 
So,  calling  his  host — ^he  said,—*'  Sir,  do  you  know, 
I'm  the  fat  Single  Gentleman^  six  months  ago  ? 

**  Look'e,  landlord,  I  think,"  argued  Will,  with  a  grin, 
*'  That  with  honest  intentions  you  first  took  me  in; 
But  from  the  first  i^ight — and  to  say  it  I'm  bold— 
I  have  been  so  d d  hot,  that  I'm  sure  I  caught  cold." 

Quoth  the  landlord — ^'  Till  now  I  ne'er  had  a  dispute; 
I've  let  lodgings  ten  years ; — I'm  a  baker  to  boot ; 
In  airing  your  sheets,  sir,  my  wife  is  no  sloven. 
And  your  bed  is  immediately — over  my  oven." 

"The  oven!!!''  says  Will— says  the  host,  «  Why  this 

passion  ? 
In  that  excellent  bed  died  three  people  of  fashion ; 
Why  so  crusty,  good  sir?"    ^^  Zounds!"  cries  Will,  in  a 

taking, 
"  Wlio  wouldn't  be  crusty  with  half  a  year's  baking?" 

Will  paid  for  his  rooms;  cried  the  host,  with  a  sneer, 
*'  Well,  I  see  you've  been  going  away  half  a  year ; 
Friend,  we  can't  well  agree  " — "  Yet  no  quarrel  "—Will 

said ; 
"  For  one  man  may  die  where  another  makes  bread." 

Geo.  Colmenf  Jvn, 
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STANZAS 

On  the  Funeral  Ceremonies  at  his  Brother*^  Tomb, 

Translated  from  Catulhis, 

jFhro'  various  realms,  o'er  varions  seas  I  ccwne. 
To  see  that  eaeb  cl«e  sacrifice  be  paid. 

To  bring  my  last  sad  off 'ring  to  thy  toiiib. 
And  thy  mute  dust  iavoke,  fraternal  shade ! 

Yes,  hapless  brotl^r !  since  the  hand  of  fate 
Hath  sQatch'd  thee  ever  from  my  longing  sight; 

As  us'd  our  ancestors^  in  solemn  state, 

111  bring  each  mystic  gift,  each  fungal  rite  \ 

With  many  a  tear  I  will  the  ground  bedew— 
Spirit  of  him  I  lov'd,  those  tears  receive ! 

Spirit  of  him  1  valued  most,  adieu  f 
Adieu  to  him  who  sleeps  in  yonder  grave  I 


FOR  THE  BLIND  ASYLUM 

AT    LIVERPOOL. 

Stranger,  pause — -for  thee  the  day 
Smiling  pours  its  cheerful  ray. 
Spreads  the  lawn,  and  rears  tlie  bower. 
Lights  tlie  stream,  and  paints  the  flower. 
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Stranger,  pause       -witli  soften'd  mind. 
Learn  the  sorrows  of  the  blind ; 
Earth  and  seas,  and  varying  skies. 
Visit  not  their  cheerless  eyes. 

Not  for  them  the  bliss  to  trace 
The  chisel's  animating  grace  \^ 
Nor,  on  glowing  canvas  find 
The  poet's  soul,  the  sage's  mind. 

Not  for  them  the  heart  is  seen. 
Speaking  thro'  th'  expressive  mien;. 
Not  for  them  are  pictured  there 
Friendship,  pity,  love  sincere. 

Helpless,  as  they  slowly  stray. 
Childhood  points  their  cheerless  way ; 
Or  the  wand  exploring  guides 
Fault'ring  steps,  where  fear  presides. 

Yet  for  them  has  Genius  kind 
Humble  pleasures  here  assigned; 
Here,  with  unexpected  ray, 
Reach'd  the  soul  that  felt  no  day. 

lionely  blindness  here  can  meet 
Kindred  woes,  and  converse  sweet ; 
Torpid  once,  can  learn  to  smile 
Proudly  o'er  its  useful  toil. 


321 

He,  who  deign'd  for  man  to  die^ 
Op'd  on  day  the  darkened  eye ; 
Humbly  copy — ^thou  canst  feel — 
Give  thine  alms — ^thou  canst  not  heal. 

English  Lyrki. 


EPITAPH 

DESIGNED    FOR    LAURENCE    STERNE. 

O  YE,  whose  hearts  e'er  virtue  taught  to  glow 
At  human  good,  or  melt  at  human  woe. 
Here  turn, — and  pay  the  tribute  of  a  sigh ; 
But  ye  profane,  unfeeling,  come  not  nigh ! 
Lest  he,  whose  bones  beneath  this  marble  rest. 
Should  rise  indignant  on  your  eyes  unblest. 
Launch  the  swift  bolt  incensed  spirits  throw. 
And  send  you  weeping  to  the  shades  below  ! 
He  f(dt  for  irian — ^nor  dropt  a  fruitless  tear. 
But  kindly  strove  the  drooping  heart  to  cheer ; 
For  this  the  flowers  by  Shiloh's  brook  that  blow. 
He  wove  with  those  that  round  Lyceum  grow ; 
For  this  Euphrosyne's  heart-easing  draught 
He  stole,  and  ting'd  with  wit  and  pleasing  thought  j 
For  this  with  humour's  necromantic  charm. 
Death  saw  him  sorrow,  care,  and  spleen  disarm ! 
With  dread  he  saw,  then  seiz'd  his  sharpest  dart. 
And  grimly  smiling,  pierc'd  poor  Yorick's  heart. 

Y 
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If  faults  he  had — ^for  none  exempt  we  find^ 

They^  like  his  virtues^  were  of  gentlest  kind ; 

Such  as  arise  from  genius  in  excess^ 

And  nerves  too  fine,  that  wound  e*en  while  they  blesa;. 

Such  as  a  form  so  captivating  wear. 

If  faults,  we  doubt — ^and,  to  call  crimes — ^we^  fear ; 

Such  as  let  envy  sift,  let  malice  scan. 

Will  only  prove  that  Yorick  was  a  man. 

Biographical  Dictionary. 


ON   THE 

HEBREW  AND  GREEK  EPITAPHS 

IN    WESTMINSTER    ABBEY, 


T^hene'er  in  pensive  mood  we  chuse  to  tread 
The  sacred  mansions  of  the  mighty  dead, 
Still  to  our  breasts  must  some  reflection  rise. 
When  here  we're  told  a  king  or  hero  lies : 
A  sigh  is  nat'ral  when  we  read  the  fate 
Of  all  that's  feii,  or  wise,  or  good,  or  great : 
But  'midst  the  rest,  lo  here  and  there's  a  stone 
Of  language  strange,  or  characters  unknown. 
What  is  their  use  ?    What  ?— why  to  draw  a  tear 
For  so  much  Greek  and  Hebrew  buried  here ! 

Gentleman's  Msgaztne. 
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SONG. 

JL  HO*  Bacchus  may  boast  of  his  care-killing  bowl^ 

And  foUy  in  thoughtxlrowning  revels  delight. 
Such  worship^  alas !  has  no  charms  for  the  soul^ 

When  softer  devotions  the  senses  invite. 
To  the  arrow  of  fate,  or  the  canker  of  care. 

His  potions  oblivious  a  balm  may  bestow ; 
But  fancy  that  feeds  on  the  charms  of  the  fair. 

The  death  of  reflection's  the  birth  of  all  woe* 

What  soul,  that's  possess'd  of  a  dream  so  divine. 

With  riot  wou*d  bid  the  sweet  vision  begone  t 
For  a  tear  that  bedews  Sensibility's  shrine. 

Is  a  drop  of  more  worth  than  all  Bacchus's  tun. 
Each  change  and  excess  hath  thro'  life  been  my  doom^ 

And  well  I  can  speak  of  its  joy  and  its  strife ; 
The  bottle  affords  us  a  glimpse  thro'  the  gloom. 

But  love's  the  true  sunshine  that  gladdens  our  life. 

Come,  then,  rosy  Venus,  and  spread  o'er  my  sight 

The  magic  illusions  that  ravish  .the  soul ! 
Awake  in  my  breast  the  soft  dreams  of  delight! 

And  drop  from  thy  myrtle  one  leaf  in  my  bowl! 
Then  deep  will  I  drink  of  the  nectar  divine. 

Nor  e'er,  jolly  god,  from  thy  banquet  remove ; 
But  each  vein  of  my  heart  ever  thirst  for  the  wine 

That's  mellow'd  by  friendship  and  sweeten'd  by  love. 

Y  2  Calliope, 
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TO  A  PIPE  OF  TOBACCO. 


C/OMB,  lovely  tube,  by  friendship  blest^ 
BelovM  and  honour'd  by  the  wise. 

Come,  fiird  with  honest  Rowley's  best,. 
And  kindled  from  the  lofty  skies. 

While  round  me  clouds  of  incense  roll. 
With  guiltless  joys  you  charm  the  sense^ 

And  nobler  pleasure  to  the  soul. 
In  hints  of  moral  truth,  dispense. 

Soon  as  you  feel  th^  enlivening  ray. 

To  dust  you  hasten  to  return; 
And  teach  me  that  my  earliest  day 

Began  to  give  me  to  the  urn. 

But  tho*  thy  grosser  substance  sink 
To  dust,  thy  purer  part  aspires; 

This  when  I  see,  I  joy  to  think 
That  earth  but  half  of  me  requires. 

Like  thee,  myself  am  bom  to  die. 
Made  half  to  rise  and  half  to  fall ; 

O !  cou'd  I  while  my  moments  fly. 
The  bliss  you  gave  me,  give  to  alL 

Gentleman's  Magazine, 
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MAY. 

A   PASTORAL. 

The  month  was  May,  the  sky  serene> 
All  nature  haiPd  the  verdant  scene ; 
'Twas  early  dawn,  the  late  fall'n  show'rs 
In  brighter  tints  array 'd  the  flow'rs ; 
With  orient  pearls  had  deck'd  the  thorn. 
And  added  lustre  to  the  morn. 
The  blackbird,  tenant  of  the  grove, 
CarolM  aloud  the  note  of  love ; 
The  stock-dove  too,  in  pensive  mood, 
Join'd  the  full  chorus  of  the  wood  ; 
And  linnets  from  their  little  throats. 
Melodious  pour'd  their  softest  notes. 
When  from  his  cot  Evander  stray'd. 
To  count  the  flocks  which  round  him  play'd. 
He,  wrapt  in  thought,  pursu'd  his  way. 
And  thus  began  his  plaintive  lay : 
*^  Ah  me !  how  blest  are  those,"  he  cry*d, 
^^  Who  ne'er  the  cares  of  love  have  try'd. 
Whose  hearts  from  female  wiles  are  free. 
And  taste  those  joys  deny'd  to  me. 
Farewell  ye  hawthorn-scented  fields. 
Farewell  the  joys  which  Summer  yields. 
Farewell  thq  happy  wake  and  fair. 
Since  Lucy  scorns  to  meet  me  there. 
In  vain  my  flocks  their  fleeces  show. 
In  vain  my  crowded  barns  overflow. 
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They  but  increase  my  present  care. 

Since  Lucy  scorns  these  gifts  to  share ; 

Some  wealthier  lover  courts  her  smiles. 

And  all  her  vacant  hours  beguiles  ; 

For  him  she  quits  her  constant  swain. 

And  proudly  scorns  the  rural  train." 

— In  these  complaints  he  reach'd  a  shade 

Where  chance  had  brought  the  much-lov'd  maid, 

Lui''d  by  the  sweets  of  May  she  rov'd. 

But  more  to  meet  the  man  she  lov'd. 

The  friendly  oak*s  impervious  shade 

No  longer  hid  the  blushing  maid, 

(  Not  Venus  rising  from  the  sea 

Was  half  so  bright  so  fair  as  she,) 

In  sweet  confusion,  scattered  round. 

Her  flowers,  neglected,  strew'd  the  ground. 

Her  artless  fears  she  thus  bespoke. 

And  thus  the  painful  silence  broke : 

*'  Evander,  say,  what  new-fraught  care 

Invites  your  wand 'ring  footsteps  here? 

That  thus  alone  you  pensive  stray. 

Regardless  of  the  gladsome  day ; 

When  village  maids  and  swains  are  seen. 

In  jocund  dance  upon  the  green ?- 

Can  Lucy  see  Evander's  woe. 

Nor  ask  from  whence  his  sorrows  flow  f  ** 

''  Blest  be  the  hour  "  Evander  cries, 

(Sweet  transport  beaming  in  his  eyes) 

'^  That  heav'n  has  heard  my  frequent  pray'r. 

And  sent  my  Lucy,  welcome  here ; 
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$ky^  will  my  fair  my  suit  approve. 
And  listen  to  my  constant  love? 
Shall  Hymen  with  to-morrow's  sun. 
In  bliss  unite  our  hearts  in  one» 
When  all  my  future  life  shall  prove 
My  tender  care,  my  endless  love?  '* 
To  his  fond  tale  the  maid  inclined. 
And  sweet  confusion  spoke  her  mind. 
Now  hand  in  hand  they  Jocund  stray. 
And  conscious  bless  the  month  of  May. 

C.S. 


THE  STIPULATION. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    BEBELLION,  1745» 

A.WH1LE,  fond  Damon!  prithee  tarry. 
Nor  woo  me  to  thy  eager  arms ; 

Oh  !  think'st  thou  this  a  time  to  many. 
When  all  the  nation's  in  alarms  ? 

In  holy  wedlock  shall  we  join 

Our  hands,  when  wild  invasion  braves  ? 
Or  would'st  thou  wish  to  have  me  thine. 

To  propagate  a  brood  of  slaves? 

No,  furbish  up  thy  armour  bright. 
And  let  me  first  thy  valour  see ! 

Who  for  his  country  fears  to  fight, 
I  fear  will  never  stand  by  me. 
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Then  buckle  on  thy  trusty  sword^ 

And  when  our  vanquish'd  foes  are  fled, 

I  plight  thee  now  iny  faithful  word. 
To  take  thee  to  my  virgin  bed. 

Gentleman's  Magazine. 


ON  WISHING, 

To  wishing  the  proverb  may  well  be  apply'd. 
That  if  wishes  were  horses  all  beggars  would  ride. 
To  count  or  describe  them  would  puzzle  all  wit. 
And  fill  up  more  volumes  than  ever  were  writ. 
The  man  wishes  health,  who  lies  sick  on  his  bed ; 
The  rich  wish  for  titles,  the  poor  wish  for  bread. 
One  wishes  a  garden,  another  a  hall, 
A  third  wishes  money — ^for  that  will  buy  all. 
Not  all,  tho*  heav'n  smiFd,  can  their  wishes  attain, 
.For  one  farmer  wants  sunshine,  another  begs  rain. 
One  wishes  a  mistress,  another  a  friend. 
Some  wish  without  reason,  all  wish — without  end. 
And  our  wishes  so  vary  in  joy  or  in  sorrow. 
What  we  wish  for  to  day,  we  forget  by  to-morrow ! 
At  Newmarket  each  jockey  desires  to  be  winner; 
The  hero  seeks  fame,  and  the  poet — a  dinner. 
And  as  Prior  well  sings — ^to  the  grave  from  the  cradle, 
Life  is  all  a  vain  wish — like  Corisca's  fine  ladle. 

Gentleman's  Magazine, 


329 

TO  ROBERT  LOWE,  ESQ. 

OXTON. 

rf  o  more  in  prose  Fll  baulk  my  fancy. 
To  tell  you  all  I  read  or  can  see. 
For  having  got  astride  Pegasus, 
Whose  fame  your  old  grey  horse  surpasses, 
I'll  boldly  soar  to  that  fam'd  hill. 
Where  all  the  poets  drank  their  fill ; 
Where  Shakespeare,  Addison,  and  Gay> 
And  many  more,  as  people  say. 
In  days  of  yore  grew  wise  by  drink. 
And  never  plagu'd  themselves  to  think> 
For  inspiration  at  each  cup 
Call'd  every  bright  idea  up. 
Where  Milton — ^wonderful  to  tell ! 
Was  led  by  Fancy  to  the  well. 
Where  Sterne,  with  sympathetic  skill> 
Manag'd  the  passions  at  his  will, 
Caird  forth  th'  involuntary  tear 
O'er  poor  Le  Fever's  mournful  bier. 
In  sweetest  accents  luU'd  to  rest 
The  anguish  of  Maria's  breast. 

But  ah  !  how  faint  my  feeble  wing 
To  reach  the  blest  Pierian  spring. 
Then  let  me  chuse  some  humble  theme^ 
Content  to  sip  the  chrystal  stream 
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Of  Treat,  whose  tranquil  current  roves 

Thro'  fertile  meads,  and  tuneful  groves; 

Where  health  inhales  the  spicy  gale. 

And  busy  commerce  spreads  the  sail ; 

What  time  the  Spring  with  beauties  crown'd. 

And  Flora  pours  her  gifts  around. 

The  cowslip  sweet  with  he.ad  reclin'd. 

The  wild  rose  waving  in  the  wind. 

The  primrose  pale  that  courts  the  shad^ 

The  snow-drop  meek  in  white  array 'd. 

The  humble  vi'let's  purple  bloom 

That  sheds  around  a  rich  perfume^ 

With  all  the  joys  an  honest  heart 

Can  to  such  scenes  as  these  impart. 

Fir'd  by  the  thought,  my  rural  muse 

With  joy  the  much-lov'd  theme  pursues^ 

Tho'  Winter  now,  and  chilling  rains. 

Ravage  the  desolated  plains. 

Kelham's  sweet  shades  no  more  delight. 

Or  Staythorpe's  banks  my  steps  invite. 

Where  health  and  pleasure  crown'd  the  day. 

And  first  inspir'd  the  trifling  lay, 

To  paint  the  rural  harmless  joys 

Of  him  escap'd  from  crowds  and  noise  ; 

With  patient  skill  and  nice  deceit. 

To  tempt  the  trout  from  his  retreat; 

The  pike  voracious  to  betray. 

And  drag  the  captive  into  day ; 

To  lure  the  chub,  and  wary  bream. 

With  lesser  tenants  of  the  stream : 
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These  happy  hours  I  pensive  trace. 
Now  different  cares  usurp  their  place. 

Alone  I  sit  the  live-long  day 
With  books  to  pass  my  time  away. 
But  books  have  lost  their  former  charms. 
And  war  no  more  with  dire  alarms 
Inspires  a  theme  for  social  chat. 
And  politics  are  dull  and  flat. 
To  change  the  scene  I  scour  my  gun. 
And  rise  before  the  morning  sun. 
Intent  the  rural  war  prepare, 
'Gainst  partridge,  snipe,  or  timid  hare. 
And  range  the  country  far  from  home. 
Where  Newark  sportsmen  seldom  come; 
Thro*  stubble  fields,  and  miry  lanes. 
Hough  moors,  and  unfrequented  plains. 
Where  furze,  with  yellow  blossoms  crown*d. 
And  purple  heath  usurp  the  ground. 
Mock  the  vain  skill  of  cultur'd  toil. 
To  fertilize  the  barren  soil. 
The  dogs,  sagacious^  beat  the  ground. 
But  neither  hare  or  bird  is  found 
To  bless  the  toil — ^my  spirits  flag. 
And  useless  hangs  the  empty  bag. 
Yet  no  harsh  cares  my  breast  invade. 
As  slow  I  try  the  woodland  glade. 
For  health  and  exercise  impart 
A  bliss  which  melioratea  my  heart ; 
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And  in  these  haunts  I  often  find 

A  balsam  for  a  peevish  mind. 

As  slow  I  pass  the  humble  cot. 

And  mark  the  laborer's  destin'd  lot. 

For  him  no  tapers  pour  their  blaze. 

Or  mirrors  with  reflected  rays 

Conspire  to  emulate  the  sun, 

When  he  his  middle  course  has  run* 

The  painter  here  no  happy  art 

Has  lent  his  wonders  to  impart. 

And  bid  ihe  smiling  canvas  glow 

With  mimic  life,  or  flow'ry  show ; 

Nor  music's  sweet  and  soft  control 

Here  steals  upon  the  captive  soul ; 

Whilst  sparkling  wine,  with  sov'reign  pow'r. 

Inspires  with  mirth  the  fleeting  hour : 

Such  joys  as  these  he  never  knew^ 

His  wants  tho'  great,  his  wishes  few. 

Soon  as  the  morning's  orient  light 

Dispels  the  peaceful  shades  of  night. 

He  patient  takes  his  destin'd  way. 

In  various  cares  to  pass  the  day, 

'Midst  Summei^s  heat,  and  Winter's  snows> 

Where  toil  no  intermission  knows. 

Save  when  the  sabbath's  welcome  dawn 

Invites  his  steps  across  the  liavvn. 

To  where  the  village  temple  stands. 

The  ancient  work  of  pious  hands; 

And  join  in  humble  decent  pray'r, 

A  refuge  sure  from  ey'ry  care : 
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But  firsts  by  musing  fancy  led^ 

He  views  the  mansions  of  the  dead. 

Tho'  here  no  monumental  bust 

Adorns  the  consecrated  dust. 

No  sculptured  marble  here  proclaima 

A  pompous  scroll  of  titled  names. 

With  trophies  deck'd,  or  fuiiVal  urn. 

O'er  which  Britannia  seems  to  mourn. 

One  humble  stone  and  artless  verse 

Attempt  their  virtues  to  rehearse. 

Or  paint  the  woes  of  fleeting  life. 

The  parent's  pang,  the  weeping  wife  -y 

The  village  maid  in  all  her  bloom, 

Call'd,  unexpected,  to  the  tomb ; 

Her  smile  a  parent's  care  return'd. 

In  life  how  lov*d !  in  death  how  mourn'd  I 

He  calls  to  mind  her  graceful  mien. 

And  pensive  quits  the  mournful  scene* 

One  only  joy  demands  his  care, 

(A  joy  but  tasted  once  a  year) 

When  slow  along  the  dusty  road 

Moves  the  last  welcome  harvest  load* 

While  flowing  cups  of  home-brew'd  ale 

Conspire  to  aid  the  lengthened  tale ; 

Where  village  news,  and  grave  debate^ 

Of  plenteous  crops,  or  harvest's  late. 

Of  wages  low,  provision's  dear, 

Tho'  Ceres  bless'd  the  laughing  year ; 

Of  Nelson's  deeds,  immortal  name ! 

The  dread  of  France,  old  England's  famse  ; 
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And  sportive  mirth^  with  rustic  song. 
The  momentary  bliss  prolong. 
The  Day  declines^  he  seeks  his  home^ 
And  dreams  of  harvests  yet  to  come. 
— My  bliss  with  his  I  oft  compare. 
And  grateful  own  I  have  my  share. 

Say,  may  I  hope  (nor  hope  in  vain) 
When  Spring  again  shall  deck  the  plain. 
On  Trent's  lov'd  banks  with  you  to  stray. 
And  loit*ring  cheat  a  Summers  day f 
KetirM  from  noise  and  idle  state. 
And  all  the  cares  that  vex  the  great ; 
Recount  old  tales  of  wond'rous  sport. 
Despise  the  vain  s^nd  splendid  court : 
Whilst  health  shall  bless  the  homely  meal 
And  genuine  friendship  nought  conceal 
Of  new  form'd  hooks,  whose  temper  pure, 
Shall  well  the  greedy  pike  secure ; 
Of  fraudful  flies,  whose  mimic  hues 
No  trout  or  chub  can  e'er  refuse  ? 
This  hope  shall  cheer  my  pensive  mind, 
'Midst  dark  December's  chilling  wind. 
To  frowning  skies  shall  lend  a  ray. 
And  deck  with  smiles  a  Winter's  day. 
Kewark,  December  ]8|  1801. 
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EPISTLE 

fROM  DOCTOR  WINTER  TO  DOCTOR  CHETNX. 


Tell  me  from  whom,  fat-headed  Scot, 
Thou  did'st  thy  system  learn  ; 

From  Hippocrate  thou  had'st  it  not/ 
Nor  Celsus,  nor  Pitcaim. 

Suppose  we  own  that  milk  is  good. 

And  say  the  same  of  grass  ; 
The  one  for  babes  is  only  food, . 

The  other  for  an  ass. 

Doctor,  one  new  prescription  try, 

A  friend's  advice  forgive ; 
Eat  grass,  reduce  thyself,  and  die. 

Thy  patients  then  may  live. 


ANSWER. 

BjI  Y  system.  Doctor,  is  my  own. 

No  tutor  I  pretend ; 
My  blunders  hurt  myself  alone. 

But  jour's  your  dearest  friends 
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Were  you  to  milk  and  straw  confin'd^ 
Thrice  happy  might  you  be ; 

Perhaps  you  might  regain  your  mind^ 
And  from  your  wit  get  free. 

1  can't  your  kind  prescription  try. 

But  heartily  forgive ; 
'Tis  natural  you  should  bid  me  die^. 

That  you  yourself  may  live. 


VERSES 

Written  on  a  retired  Cottage  built  by PowiSf  Esq, 

by  the  River  Severn^  in  S/tropskire» 

Stay^  passenger j  and  though  within 
Nor  gold,  nor  glitt'ring  gems  are  seen. 

To  strike  thy  dazzled  eye. 
Yet  enter,  and  thy  ravish'd  mind 
Beneath  this  humble  roof  shall  find 

What  gold  will  never  buy. 

Within  this  solitary  cell. 

Calm  thought  and  sweet  cdntentment  dweU, 

Parents  of  bliss  sincere ; 
Peace  spreads  around  her  balmy  wings. 
And,  banished  from  the  courts  of  kings. 

Has  fix'd  her  mansion  here. 

London  Magazine, 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN   AT   AN    INN^   ON   A   PABTICULAB 

.    OCCASION, 

To  thee,  fair  Freedom !  I  retire 
.    .  From  flattery,  feasting^  dice,  and  din;. 
Nor  art  thou  found  in  domes  much  higher 
Than  the  low  cot,  or  humble  Inn. 

^Tis  here  with  boundless  power  I  reign^ 

And  every  health  which  I  begin 
Converts  dull  port  to  bright  chanipaigne; 

For  freedom  crowns  it,  at  an  Inn. 

I  fly  from  pomp,  I  fly  from  state, 
I  fly  from  falshood's  specious  grin : 
Freedom  I  love,  and  form  I  hate. 
And  chuse  my  lodging*s,  at  an  Inn* 

Here,  waiter !  take  my  sordid  ore. 

Which  lackeys  else  might  hope  to  win ; 

It  buys  what  courts  have  not  in  store. 
It  buys  me  freedom,  at  an  Inn. 

And  now  once  more  I  shape  my  way. 

Through  rain  or  shine,  through  thick  or  thin» 

Secure  to  meet  at  close  of  day. 
With  kind  reception — ^at  an  Inn. 
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Whoe'er  has  traveird  life's  dull  round. 
Where'er  his  various  tour  has  been. 

May  sigh  to  think  how  oft  he  found 
His  warmest  welcome — ^at  an  Inn. 


Let  there  be  ever  so  great  plenty  of  good  things, 
ever  so  much  grandeur,  ever  so  much  elegance,  ever 
so  much  desire  that  every  one  should  be  easy  in  a 
private  house,  in  the  nature  of  things  it  cannot  be: 
there  must  always  be  some  degree  of  care  and  anxi- 
ety. The  master  of  the  house  is  anxious  to  entertain 
his  guests ;  the  guests  are  anxious  to  be  agreeable  to 
him :  and  no  man,  but  a  very  impudent  dog  indeed, 
can  as  freely  command  what  is  in  another  man's 
bouse,  as  if  it  were  his  own.  Whereas  at  a  Tavern, 
there  is  a  general  freedom  from  anxiety*  You  are 
sure  you  are  welcome ;  and  the  more  noise  you  make, 
the  more  trouble  you  give,  the  more  good  things 
you  call  for,  the  welcomer  you  are.  No  servants 
will  attend  you  with  the  alacrity  which  waiters-do, 
who  are  incited  by  the  prospect  of  an  immediate 
reward  in  proportion  as  they  please.  No,  Sir,  tliere 
is  nothing  which  has  yet  been  contrived  by  man,  by 
which  so  much  happiness  is  produced  as  by  a  good 
Tavern  or  Inn. 

Dr.  Johnmu 
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THE  CAPTIVE  QUEEN. 


l^iTH  radiance  rose  thy  morning  sun. 

Fair  promise  of  a  happy  day ; 
But^  luckless  ere  it  reach'd  its  noon^ 

The  fiend  of  darkness  dimmed  the  ray. 

What  though  the  brightest  gifts  are  thine^ 
And  distant  nations  pour  thy  praise ; 

While,  raptur'd  on  thy  form  divine. 
The  eyes  of  Love  and  Won  deb  gaze? 

The  voice  of  Joy,  for  ever  mute. 

Must  yield  to  sighs  that  mourn  in  vain ; 
And  Pity  come  with  sweetest  lute. 
To  sooth  thy  sorrows  with  her  strain. 

The  syren,  Hope,  who  won  thy  ear. 

Must  charm  no  more  the  dang'rous  hour; 

The  warning  voice  of  ravens  hear. 

That  croak  thy  doom  on  yonder  tow'r. 

Yet  what  is  life  'midst  Horror's  reign. 
Where  Murder's  triumph  cleaves  the  sky ; 
Where  heaves  with  death  the  groaning  scene. 
And  dungeons  loud  for  vengeance  cry  i 

z  2 
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Yet  what  is  life  to  spotless  fame  i 

And  thine  to  latest  time  shall  bloom-^ 

The  blow  that  sinks  that  beauteotis  frame^ 

Gives  all  the  virtues  to  the  tomb. 

Peter  Pindar. 


ODE  TO  DEATH. 

Trarulated  from  the  French  of  the  King  (^Prvssia.. 

Yet  a  few  years,  or  days  perhaps. 
Or  moments  p^s  with  sifeol:'  lapse. 

And  time  to  me  shall  be  no  more ; 
No  more  the  sun  these  eyes  shall  view,       , 
Earth  o'er  these  limbs  her  dust  shall  strew. 

And  life's  fantastic  dream  be  o'er. 

Alas !  I  touch  the  dj^eadful  brink. 

From  nature's  verge,  impell'd,  I  shritik,    ... 

And  endless  darkness  wraps  me  round  I 
Yes,  Death  is  ever  at  my  hand. 
Fast  by  my  bed  he  takes  his  stand. 

And  constant  at  my  board  is  found. 

Earth,  air,  and  fire,  and  water,  join 
Against  this  fleeting  life  of  mine, 

And  where  for  succour  can  I  fly  ? 
If  art  with  flatt'ring  wiles  pretend 
To  shield  me  like  a  guardian  friend. 

By  art,  ere  nature  bids,  I  die. 
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I  see. this  tyrant  of  the  mind. 
This  idol  flesh  to  dost  consigo'd. 

Once  caird  from  dust  by  pow'r  divine ; 
Its  features  change — 'tis  pale — ^'tis  cold—' 
Hence  dreadful  spectre !  to  behold 

Thy  aspect,  is  to  make  it  mine. 

And  can  1  then  with  guilty  pride. 
Which  fear  nor  shame  can  quell  or  hide, 

Hiis  flesh  still  pamper  and  adorn ! 
Thus  viewing  what  I  soon  shall  be, 
Can  what  I  am  demand  the  knee. 

Or  look  around  on  aught  with  scorn  J 

But  then  this  spark  that  warms,  that  guides. 
That  lives,  that  thinks,  what  fate  betides ! ' 

Can  this  be  dust,  a  kneaded  clod  i 
This  yields  to  Death !  the  soul,  the  mind. 
That  measures  heav'n,  and  mounts  the  wind. 

That  knows  itself  at  once,  and  God ! 

Great  Cause  of  all,  above,  below. 
Who  knows  thee  must  for  ever  know. 

Immortal  and  divine ! 
Thy  image  on  my  soul  imprest. 
Of  endless  being  is  the  test. 

And  bids  eternity  be  mine! 
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Transporting  thought !— ^but  am  I  sure 
That  endless  life  will  joys  secure  ? 

Joys  only  to  the  just  decreed ! 
The  guilty  wretch,  expiring,  goes 
Where  vengeance  endless  life  bestows,. 

That  endless  mis'ry  may  succeed. 

Great  God,  how  awful  is  the  scene ! 
A  breath,  a  transient  breath  between ; 

And  can  I  jest,  and  laugh,  and  play ! 
To  earth,  alas  !  too  firmly  bound. 
Trees  deeply  rooted  in  the  ground. 

Are  shiv'red  when  they're  torn  away. 

Vain  joys,  which  envy'd  greatness  gains. 
How  do  ye  bind  with  silken  chains. 

Which  ask  Herculean  strength  to  break ! 
How  with  new  terrors  have  ye  arm'd 
The  pow'r  whose  slightest  glance  alarm*d ! 

How  many  deaths  of  one  ye  make  1 

Yet,  dumb  with  wonder,  I  behold 
Man's  thoughtless  race  in  error  bold. 

Forget  or  scorn  the  laws  of  Death  ; 
With  these  no  prospects  coincide. 
Nor  vows,  nor  toils,  nor  hopes,  they  guide. 

Each  thinks  he  draws  immortal  breath* 
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Each  blind  to  Fate's  approaching  hour. 
Intrigues^  or  fights^  for  wealth  or  pow'r. 

And  ^lumbVing  dangers  dare  provoke : 
And  he^  who  tott'ring  scarce  sustains 
A  century^s  age,  plans  future  gains. 

And  feels  an  unexpected  stroke* 

Oo  on,  unbridled  desperate  band, 

Scorn  rocks,  gulphs,  winds,  search  sea  and  land, 

.  And  spoil  new  worlds  wherever  found : 
Seize,  haste  to  seize  the  glitt'ring  prize. 
And  sighs,  and  tears,  and  pray'rs  despise. 
Nor  spare  the  temple's  holy  ground. 

They  go,  succeed,  but  look  again. 
The  desp'rate  band  you  seek  in  vain. 

Now  trod  in  dust  the  peasant's  scom« 
But  who,  that  saw  their  treasure  swell. 
That  heard  th'  insatiate  vow  rebel. 

Would  e'er  have  thought  them  mortal  bornf 

See  the  world's  victor  mount  his  car. 
Blood  marks  his  progress,  wide  and  far. 

Sure  he  shall  reign  while  ages  fly ; 
No,  vanish'd  like  a  morning  cloud. 
The  hero  was  but  just  allow'd 

To  fight,  to  conquer,  and  to  die. 


'And  ]&  it  tnie>  I  ask  with  dread^ 
That  nations  heap'd  on  nations  bled 

Beneath  his  chariot*s  fervid  wheels 
With  trophies  to  adorn  the  spot^ 
Where  his  pale  corse  was  left  to  rot^ 

And  doom'd  the  hungry  reptile's  meal? 

« 

Yes,  Fortune  wearied  with  her  play. 
Her  toy,  this  hero  casts  away. 

And  scarce  the  form  of  man  is  seen ; 
Awe  chills  my  breast,  my  eyes  o'erflow> 
Around  my  brows  no  roses  grow. 

The  cypress  mine,  funereal  green  I 

Yet  in  this  hour  of  grief  and  fears. 
When  awful  truth  unveiled  appears. 

Some  pow'r  unknown  usui*ps  my  breast; 
Back  to  the  world  my  thoughts  are  led. 
My  feet  in  folly's  lab'rynth  tread. 

And  fancy  dreams  that  life  is  blest. 

How  weak  an  empress  is  the  mind. 
Which  pleasure's  flow'ry  wreaths  can  bind^ 

And  captive  to  her  altars  lead  ! 
Weak  reason  yields  to  phrenzy's  rage. 
And  all  the  world  is  folly's  stage. 

And  all  that  act  are  fools  indeed* 
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And  yet  this  strange^  this  sudden  flight. 
From  gloomy  cares  to  gay  delight. 

This  fickleness  so  light  and  vain. 
In  life's  delusive  transient  dream, 
M'here  men  nor  things  are  what  they  seem^ 

1$  all  the  real  good  we  gain. 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  A  BAD  DINNEB  WITH  EXCELLENT  FUNCH« 

JFriend  Palo  may  hoast  of  true  orthodox  merit. 
What  he  wants  in  the  flesh  he  makes  up  in  the  spirits 


EPIGRAM. 

To  be  French  cook'd,  French  dress'd,  French  horned, 

We've  long  since  had  a  mind ; 
To  ape  French  politic's,  tho'  scom'd. 

We  now  seem  much  inclined. 

Observe  their  simple  leveling  plan, 

Behold  the  same  thing  here. 

They  make  each  Peer  a  common  Mao, 

We,  any  Man  a  Peen 

E.C. 
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LOVE  AND  TIME. 


JLoYE  was  a  little  blooming  boy. 
Fond,  innocent,  and  true : 

His  evVy  smile  was  fraught  with  joy, 
And  ev'ry  joy  w^as  new. 

Till,  stealing  from  his  mother's  side. 

The  urchin  lost  his  way. 
And  wand'ring  far  o'er  desart's  wide. 

Thus,  weeping,  pour'd  his  lay : — 

O  Time !  FU  dress  thy  locks  of  snow 
With  wreaths  of  fragrant  flowers. 

And  all  that  rapture  can  bestow. 
Shall  deck  thy  fleeting  hours. 

But  for  one  day,  one  little  day. 

Thy  wings  in  pity  spare. 
That  I  may  homeward  bend  my  way. 

For  all  my  wreaths  are  there. 

Time,  cheated  by  his  tears  and  sighs. 

The  wily  god  confest. 
When  soaring  to  his  native  skies. 

He  sought  his  mother's  breast. 
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Short  was  his  bliss,  the  treach'rous  boy 
Was  huiTd  from  clime  to  clime, 

And  fomid  amidst  the  proudest  joy. 
He'd  still  the  wings  of  Time. 


EPISTLE 

7ROM  LORD  MELCOMBE  TO  DB.  YOUNGj 

Not  long  before  his  Lordship's  deaths 

JiLiND  companion  of  my  youth, 
Lov'd  for  genius,  worth,  and  truth! 
Take  what  friendship  can  impart. 
Tribute  of  a  feeling  heart ; 
Take  the  muses  latest  spark. 
Ere  we  drop  into  the  dark. 
He,  who  parts  and  virtue  gave. 
Bade  thee  look  beyond  the  grave ; 
Genius  soars,  and  virtue  guides, 
Wheie  the  love  of  God  presides. 
There's  a  gulph  'twixt  us  and  God ; 
Let  the  gloomy  path  be  trod : 
Why  stand  shiv'ring  on  the  shore  ? 
Why  not  boldly  venture  o'er  ? 
Where  unen*ing  virtue  guides. 
Let  us  brave  the  winds  and  tides : 
Safe  thro'  seas  of  doubts  and  fears. 
Rides  the  bark  which  virtue  steers. 
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V 


THE  WILD  HUNTSMAN. 


The  tradition  of  the  Wild  Huntsman  is  a  popular  superstition,  voy 
generally  believed  by  peasants  in  Gemuuiy*— The  origiaal  of  the 
Ballad  is  by  Biirger. 


The  WiWgrave*  winds  his  bugle  horn^ 
.  To  horse !  to  horse  !  halloo !  halloo ! 
His  fiery  courser  snuffs  the  morn. 
And  thronging  serfs  their  Lord  pursue. 

The  eager  pack,  from  couples  freed. 

Dash  thro'  the  bush,  the  brier,  the  brake. 

While  answering  horn,  and  hound,  and  steec^ 
The  mountain  echees  startling  wake. 

The  beams  of  God's  own  hallow'd  day  • 
Had  painted  yonder  spire  with  gold. 

And  calling  sinful  man  to  pray. 

Loud,  long,  and  deep,  the  bell  had  told. 

But  still  the  Wildgrave  onward  rides. 
Halloo !  halloo !  and  hark  again ! 

When,  spurring  from  opposing  sides. 
Two  stranger  horsemen  join'd  the  tntin. 

A  German  title  corresponding  to  the  Earl  Warden  of  a  royal  forest 
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Who  was  each  stran^r^  left  and  right, 
-Well  may  I  gueas^  .but  dare  not  tell. 

The  right  hand  steed  was  silver  white^ 
The  left,  the  swarthy  hu^  of  hell. 

The  right  hand  horseman,  young  and  faii;, 
His  smile  was  like  the  morn  of  May ; 
^  The  left,  from  eye  of  tawny  glare. 
Shot  midnight  light'ning's  lurid,  ray. 

He  way'd  his  htfRtsniian^s  cap  on  high, 
Cry*d  *^  welcome,  welcome,  noble  Lord ! 

What  sport  can  earth,  or  sea,  or  sky. 
To  match  the  princely  chace  aflFord  ?  '* 

^  Cease  thy  loud  bugle's  clanging  knell,** 
,  Cry'd  the  fair  youth,  witli  silver  voice ; 
^  And  for  devotion's  choral  swell. 
Exchange  the  rude  uiihallow'd  noise. 

^  To  day  the  ill-H)men'd  chace  forbear ; 

Yon  bell  yet  summons  t6  the  fane ; 
To  day  the  warning  spirit  hear. 

To-morrow  thou. may's tmoum  in  vain.* 

^  Away  and  sweep  the  glades  along," 
The  sable  hunter  hoarse  replies ; 

^  To  mutfring  monks  leave  matin  song. 
And  bells  and  books  and  mysteries.'' 
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The  Wildgravc  spurr'd  his  ardent  steed^ 
And  launching  forward  with  a  bound^-^ 

**  Who  for  thy  drowsy  priest-like  rede 
Would  leave  the  social  horn  and  hound  i 

*'  Hence,  if  our  manly  sport  offend^ 
With  pious  fools  go  chaunt  and  pray ; 

Well  hast  thou  spoke^  my  dark-brow'd  friend^ 
Halloo !  halloo!  and  hark  away  !'* 

The  Wildgrave  spurred  his  courser  lights 
O'er  moss  and  moor,  o'er  holt  and  hill; 

And  on  the  left,  and  on  the  right. 
Each  stranger  horseman  followM  still. 

Up  springs  from  yonder  tangled  thorn, 
A  stag  more  white  than  mountain  snow ; 

And  louder  rung  the  Wildgrave's  horn, 
''  Hark  forward  !  forward  !  holla  ho !  ** 

A  heedless  wretch  has  cross'd  the  way, — 
He  gasps  the  thund'ring  hoofs  below; 

But  live  who  can,  or  die  who  may,. 
Still  forward!  forward!  on  they  go! 

See  where  yon  simple  fences  meet, 

A  field  with  Autumn's  blessings  crowned  ; 

See  prostrate  at  the  Wildgrave's  feet 
A  husbandman  with  toil  embrown'd» 
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'^  O  mercy  !  mercy !  noble  Lord; 

Spare  the  poor's  pittance  "  was  his  cry^ 
*'  Eam'd  by  the  sweat  these  brows  have  pourM 

In  scorching  hours  of  fierce  July." 

Earnest  the  right  hand  stranger  pleads. 
The  left. still  cheering  to  the  prey; 

The  impetuous  Earl  no  warning  heeds. 
But  furious  holds  the  onward  way. 

^  Away !  thou  hound  so  basely  bom. 
Or  dread  the  scourge's  echoing  blow  !  * 

Then  loudly  rung  his  bugle  horn, 
'^  Hark  forward!  forward!  holla  ho!" 

So  said  so  done — ^a  single  bound. 
Clears  the  poor  labourer's  humble  pale ; 

Wild  follows  man,  and  horse,  and  hound. 
Like  dark  December's  stormy  gale. 

And  man  and  horse,  and  hound  and  hom^ 
Destructive  sweep  the  field  along ; 

While,  joying  o'er  the  wasted  corn. 
Fell  famine  marks  the  mad'ning  throng. 

Again  up-rous'd,  the  tim'rous  prey 

Scorns, moss  and  moor,  and  holt  and  hill; 

Hard  run,  he  feels  his  strength  decay. 
And  trusts  for  life  his  simple  skill. 
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Too  dangVou3  soStude  appear'd^ 
He  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  crowd; 

Jlmidst  the  flocks  domestic  herd 

His  harmle^  head  he  hopes  to  shroud« 

O'er  m^  and  moor^  and  holt  and  bil]. 
His  track  the  steady  blood*hounds  trace  j 

0*er  moss  and  moor^  unwearied  stilly 
The  furious  Earl  pursues  the  chace. 

Full  lowly  did  the  herdsman  fall^ 
'•  O  spare,  thou  noble  Baron,  spare 

These  herds,  a  widow's  little  all. 

These  flocks,  an  orphan's  fleecy  care.* 

Earnest  the  rrght  hand  stranger  pleads. 
The  left  still  cheering  to  the  prey ; 

The  Earl  nor  pray'r  nor  pity  heeds. 
But  furious  keeps  the  onward  wayu 

^  Uamanner'd  dog !  to  stop  my  sport. 
Vain  were  thy  cant  and  beggar  whine. 

Though  human  spirits  of  thy  sort 
Were  tenants  of  this  carrion  kine.'' 

Again  he  winds  his  bugle  horn, 

*'  Hark  forward  !  forward  !  holla  ho !  * 

And  thro'  the  herd,  in  ruthless  scorn. 
He  cheers  his  furious  hounds  to  go. 
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In  heaps  ^e  tbrottLed  victims  fall; 

Down  sinks  their  mangled  herdsman  near! 
The  murd'roiis  cries  the  stag  appal. 

Again  he  starts^  new  nerv'd  <with  fear. 

With  blood  besmear'd,  and  white  with  (omn^ 
While  big  the  tears  of  anguish  po^r. 

He  seeks,  amid  the  forest  s  gloom. 
The  humble  hermit*s  h^Ilpw'd  bowV* 

But  man  and  horse,  an4  horn  and  ho|ui4f 

F^t  rattling  on  the  traces  go ; 
The  ;sacred  chapel  rung  around 
With  hark  away !  and  holla  ho! 

All  ffiild,  amid  the  rout  profane. 
The  hx^ly  hermit  pour'd  his  jwrayV; 

''  Forbear  with  blood  Grod's  house  to  stain^ 
BiSMere  his  altar,  and  forbear  I 

*^  The  mesmest  brute  has  rights  to  pleaH, 
Which,  wrong'd  by  cruelty  or  pride. 

Draw  vengeance  on  the  ruthless  head ; 
Be  vyarn'd  at  lesgth,  and  turn  aside."   . 

Still  the  fair  horseman  anxious  pleads. 

The  black,  wild  whooping,  points  the  prey ; 

Alas !  the  Earl  no  warning  heeds. 
But  ijrantic  keeps  die  forward  way. 

2  A 
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^  Holy  or  not^  or  right,  or  wrong. 
Thy  altar  and  its  rights  I  spurn  ; 

Not  sunted  martyrs'  sacred  song, 

Not  God  himself  shall  make  me  turn." 

He  spurs  his  horse,  he  winds  his  horn, — 
''  Hark  forward!  forward!  holla  ho  i*^ 

But  off,  on  whir]wind*s  pinions  borne. 
The  stag,  the  hut,  the  hermit,  go. 

And  horse  and  man,  and  horn  and  hound. 
And  clamour  of  the  chase  was  gone ; 

For  hoofs  and  howls,  and  bugle  sound, 
A  deadly  silence  reign'd  alone. 

Wild  gaz'd  th'  affrighted  Earl  around — 
He  strove  in  vain  to  wake  his  horn. 

In  vain  to  call ;  for  not  a  sound 
Could  from  his  anxious  lips  be  borne. 

He  listens  for  his  tnisty  hounds ; 

No  distant  baying  reach*d  his  ears ; 
His  courser,  rooted  to  the  ground. 

The  quick'ning  spur  unmindful  bears. 

Still  dark  and  darker  irown  the  shades. 
Dark  as  the  darkness  of  the  grave ; 

And  not  a  sound  the  still  invades. 
Save  what  a  distant  torrent  gave. 
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High  o'er  the  sinner  s  humble  head 
At  length  the  solemn  silence  broke ; 

And^  from  a  cloud  of  swartliy  red. 
The  awfiil  voice  of  thunder  spoke.-— ^ 
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Oppressor  of  creation  fair! 
Apostate  spirit's  harden'd  tool ! 
Scomer  of  God !  scourge  of  the  poor! 
,The  measure  of  thy  cup  is  full. 

^'  Be  chas'd  for  ever  thro*  the  wood. 
For  ever  roam  th'  affrighted  wild. 

And  let  thy  fate  instruct  the  proud, 
God's  meanest  creature  is  his  child.'' 

'Twas  hush'd— one  flash  of  sombre  glare 
With  yellow  ting'd  the  forests  brown  ; 

Up  rose  the  Wildgrave's  bristUng  hair. 
And  horror  chill 'd  each  nerve  and  bone 

Cold  pour'd  the  sweat  in  freezing  rill ; 

A  rising  wind  began  to  sing ; 
And  louder,  louder,  louder  still. 

Brought  stoim  and  tempest  on  its  wing. 

Earth  heard  die  call — ^her  entrails  rend 
From  yawning  rifls  with  many  a  yell, 

Mix'd  with  sulphureous  flames,  ascend. 
The  misbegotten  dogs  of  hell. 

2  AS 
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What  gliaiitly  huntsman  next  Bxase, 

Well  may  I  guess,  but  dare  not  tell; 
His  eye  like  midnight  lightning  glows, 
steed  the  swarthy  hoe  i^hell. 


The  Wildgrave  flies  oW  bush  and  diom. 
With  many  a  shriek  of  helpless  woe ; 

Behind  him  hound,  and  horse,  and  h<»7i. 
And  haork  .away !  and  hoik  ho ! 

With  wild  deq>air*s  reverted  eye. 

Close,  dose  behind  he  marks  the  throng ; 

With  bloody  £Migs  and  eager  ciy. 
In  frantic  fear  he  scours  ^ng. 

StiU,  stiU  shall  last  the  dreadful  chace. 
Till  time  itself  shall  have  an  end ; 

By  day  they  scour  earth's  cavem*d  space> 
At  midnight's  watching  hour  ascend. 

This  is  the  horn,  and  hound,  and  horse. 
That  oft  the  lated  peasant  hears ; 

Appaird,  he  signs  the  frequ^it  cross. 
When  the  wild  din  invades  his  ears. 

The  wakefiil  priest  oft  drops  a  tear 
For  human  pride,  for  human  woe. 

When  at  his  midnight  mass  he  hears 
The  infernal  c^y  of  holla  ho ! ! 
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EPISTLE 

FROM   SIB   WILLIAM    YOUNG   TO   HIS   LAOY^ 

Oil  having  hit  kit  Eyt^ 

How  vain  are  all  the  joys  of  man. 
By  nature  bom  to  certain  sorrow. 

Since  none,  not  ev'n  the  wisest,  can 
Insure  the  pleasures  of  to-morrow ! 

These  eyes,  so  late  my  env/d  boast^ 
By  Celia  priz'd  above  all  other. 

See  one,  alas !  for  ever  lost. 

Its  fellow  weeping  for  its  brother. 

Yet  still  I'm  blest  while  one  remains 
For  viewing  lovely  Celia's  beauty. 

Her  looks  still  ease  acutest  pains. 
With  tenderest  love,  and  cheerful  duty. 

Had  I  for  her  in  battle  strove. 
The  fatal  blow  I'd  borne  with  pleasure. 

And  still,  to  prove  my  constant  love. 
With  joy  I'd  lose  my  single  treasure. 

Ev'n  then,  the  beauties  of  her  mind 
Would  amply  bless  her  faithful  lover. 

He  must  be  deaf  as  well  as  blind 
Who  can't  my  Celia's  charms  discover* 
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E'en  then  I'd  find  one  solid  bliss. 
Which  heaven  to  me  alone  dispenses. 

Though  deaf  and  blind,  her  balmy  kiss 
Would  ravish  the  remaining  senses. 


LINES 

VBOM  OB.  COBBET  TO  HIS  SON  VINCENT  CORBET. 

VT  HAT  I  shall  leave  thee  none  can  tell. 
But  all  shall  say  I  wish  thee  well. 
I  wish  thee  ( Vin.)  before  all  wealth. 
Both  bodily  and  ghostly  health ; 
Nor  too  much  wealth  or  wit  come  to  thee. 
So  much  of  either  may  undo  thee. 
I  wish  thee  learning,  not  for  show. 
Enough  for  to  instruct  and  know ; 
Not  such  as  gentlemen  require 
To  prate  at  table,  or  at  fire. 
I  wish  thee  all  thy  mother's  graces, 
Tliy  father's  fortunes,  and  his  places ; 
I  wish  thee  friends,  and  one  at  court. 
Not  to  build  on,  but  support ; 
To  keep  thee  not  from  doing  many 
Oppressions,  but  from  suffering  any. 
I  wish  thee  peace  in  all  thy  ways. 
Nor  lazy  nor  contentious  days ; 
And,  when  thy  soul  and  body  part. 
As  innocent  as  now  thou  art. 


359 


THE  WILLOW. 

▼T  HERE  once  thou,  sweet  WillowJ  embrac'd  the  clear 
tide. 

And  fresh  flowing  streams  made  thy  tresses  so  pure. 
How  oft  with  my  fair  have  I  sat  by  your  side. 

And  wish'd  that  our  joys  might  for  ever  endure ! 

How  gay  o'er  our  heads  the  green  alder's  would  sigh. 
And  whispering  breezes  consent  to  our  bliss  ! 

As  they  stole  through  the  reeds,  I  would  press  her  more 
nigh. 
Lest  zephyr,  too  bold,  should  contend  for  a  kiss. 

When  I  lean'd  on  her  bosom,  and  pip'd  to  her  praise. 
While  thou,  lovely  Willow !  look'd  down  on  the  stream. 

Could  I  blame  the  young  shepherds  that  envy'd  my  lays. 
If  a  nymph  so  divine  would  attend  to  my  theme  ? 

But  ah  !  gentle  Willow,  how  sad  is  the  change ! 

She  has  broke  all  her  vows,  and  forsaken  her  swain : 
I  fly  to  thy  shade,  for  wherever  I  range 

Shews  despair  to  my  anguish,  and  adds  to  my  pain. 

Then  trust  not,  sweet  Willow !  these  smile-springing  skies; 

The  stream  that  reflects  thee  so  fair  and  so  kind. 
When  torrents  descend,  like  her  frowns  they  will  rise. 

The  stains  of  the  stream  are  like  those  of  her  mind. 
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No  more  o*er  its  brink  shalt  thou  languishing  look^ 
ni  make  thee  the  emblem  of  love-broken  vows ; 

A  wreath^  weeping  Willow,  I'll  bind  to  my  crook, 
Another  9hall  circle  sad  Corydon's  brows. 

Dr.  Trotter. 


ODE  TO  CAMBREA, 

A     MOUNTAIN    IN    CORNWALL. 

I^EAR  yonder  solitary  tower, 

'Lone  glooming  'midst  the  moonlight  night, 
I  roam  at  midnight's  spectred  hour. 

And  climb  the  wild  majestic  height : 
Low  to  the  mountain  let  me  rev'rent  bow. 
Where  Wisdom,  Virtue^  taught  their  founts  to  flow. 

Pale  on  a  rock's  aspiring  steep. 

Behold  a  Druid  sits  forlorn, 
I  see  the  white-rob'd  phantom  weep, 

I  hear  his  harp  of  sorrow  mourn : 
The  vanish'd  grove  provokes  his  deepest  sigh. 
And  altars  open'd  to  the  gazing  eye. 

Permit  me,  Druid,  here  to  stray. 
And  ponder  'mid  thy  drear  retreat ; 

To  wail  the  solitary  way. 

Where  Wisdom  held  her  hallow'd  seat: 
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Here  let  me  roam  in  spite  of  Folly's  smile, 
A  pensive  pilgrim,  o'er  each  pitied  pile. 

Poor  ghost;  No  more  the  Druid. race 
Shall  here  their  sacred  fires  relume ; 

No  more  their  show'rs  of  incense  blaze ; 
No  more  their  tapers  gild  the  gloom. 

Lo !  snakes  obscene  along  the  temples  creep^ 

And  foxes  on  the  broken  altars  sleep. 

No  more  beneath  the  golden  brook. 
The  treasures  of  the  grove  shall  fall ; 

Time  triumplis  o'er  each  blasted  oak. 

Whose  power  at  length  shall  crush  the  ball : 

Led  by  the  wrinkled  pow'r  with  gladden'd  mien^ 

Gigantic  ruin  treads  the  weeping  scene. 

No  more  the  bards  in  strains  sublime. 
The  actions  of  the  brave  proclaim ; 

Thus  rescuing  from  the  rage  of  Time 
Each  glorious  deed,  approv'd  by  fame ; 

Deep  in  the  duat  each  lyre  is  laid  unstrungi 

While  mute  for  ever  stops  each  tuneful  tongue. 

Here  Wisdom's,  Virtue's,  awful  voice, 
Inspir'd  the  youths  of  Cornwall's  plains ; 

With  such  no  more  these  hUl's  rejoice. 
But  sullen  death-like  silence  reigns ; 

While  MelanchcJy  in  yon  mould'ring  toVr 

Sits  listening  to  old  Ocean's  distant  roar. 
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Let  others,  heedless  of  the  hill. 

With  eye  incurious  pass  along ; 
My  muse  with  grief  the  scene  shall  fill. 

And  swell  with  softest  sighs  the  song ; 
Ah !  pleas'd  each  Druid  mansion  to  deplore. 
Where  Wisdom,  Virtue,  dwelt,  but  dwell  no  more. 

FeterPmdar, 


PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  FORTY-SECOND 

PSALM. 


As  pants  the  wearied  hart  for  cooling  springs. 
That  sinks  exhausted  in  the  summer's  chase ; 

So  pants  my  soul  for  thee.  Great  King  of  Kings ! 
So  thirsts  to  reach  thy  sacred  resting-place. 

On  briny  tears  my  famish'd  soul  has  fed. 
While  taunting  foes  deride  my  deep  despair; 

"  Say,  where  is  now  thy  great  Deliverer  fled  ? 
Thy  mighty  God — deserted  wanderer^  where  ?" 

Oft  dwell  my  thoughts  on  those  thrice  happy  days. 
When  to  thy  fane  I  led  the  jocund  throng ; 

Our  miilh  was  worship^  all  our  pleasure  praise. 
And  festal  joys  still  clos'd  with  sacred  song. 
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Why  throb  my  heart ?  Why  sink  my  sadning  soul  ? 

Why  droop  to  earth  with  various  woes  oppressed  ? 
My  years  shall  yet  in  blissful  circles  roll. 

And  joy  be  yet  an  inmate  of  this  breast. 

By  Jordan's  banks  with  devious  steps  I  stray, 
O  er  Hermon*s  rugged  rocks,  and  desarts  drear : 

£v  n  there  thy  hand  shall  guide  my  lonely  way,  . 
There,  thy  remembrance  shall  my  spirit  cheer. 

In  rapid,  floods  the  vernal  torrents  roll. 
Harsh-sounding  cataracts  responsive  roar ; 

Thine  angry  billows  overwhelm  my  soul. 
And  dash  my  shattered  bark  from  shore  to  shore. 

Yet  thy  soft;  mercies,  ever  in  my  sight. 
My  heart  shall  gladden  through  the  tedious  day; 

And  'midst  the  dark  and  gloomy  shades  of  night. 
To  thee  Til  fondly  tune  the  grateAil  lay. 

Rock  of  my  hope !  Great  solace  of  my  heart ! 

Why,  why  desert  the  offspring  of  thy  care. 
While  taunting  foes  thus  point  th'  invidious  dart  ? 

''  Where's  now  thy  God  ?  abandoned  wanderer,  where? 

Why  faint,  my  soul  ?  Why  doubt  Jehovah's  aid  ? 

Thy  God,  the  God  of  mercy  still  shall  prove  ! 
In  his  bright  fane  thy  thanks  shall  yet  be  paid ; 

Unquestion'd  be  his  pity,  and  his  love ! 

Gregory's  IVanslatim  of  Dr*  Lowth's  Lectures^ 
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THE  WISH. 

If  heaven  would  grant  my  hunible  prayer 
To  live  from  splendour^  noise  and  care^ 

Be  this  my  only  plan^ 
And  tho'  remote  from  busy  life^ 
Sequester'd  fur  from  pride  and  strife^ 

Reflect  the  happy  man. 

Where  nature  reigns  in  some  lone  grov^^ 
The  linnet^  lark>  and  pensive  dove^ 

Should  join  my  votive  lay ; 
Here^  in  a  little  cot  retir'd^ 
By  no  vain  thoughts  or  wishes  fir'd^ 

Pass  each  revolving  day. 

Such  joys  as  mine  could  ne*er  decrease^ 
While  blushing  rosy  Health  and  Peace 

Should  hail  each  happy  morn ; 
Here  to  muse  the  silent  hour^ 
And  when  the  dews  reviving  pow*r 

Regilds  the  budding  thorn. 

And  when  in  Summer's  sultry  heat. 
With  moss  overgrown  a  rustic  seat. 

With  woods  encircled  round ; 
Here  the  beech  aspiring  grows. 
Here  the  white-rob'd  lily  blows. 

And  daisies  paint  the  ground* 
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And  when  in  Autumn's  gladsome  day, 
When  plenty  smiles  in  rich  array. 

And  &inter  shines  the  sun. 
When  the  plentepus  sheaves  of  com 
The  happy  farmer's  bams  adorn, 

I'd  sometimes  take  myjgun : 

Not  idly  pleas'd  with  giving  pain, 
Qr  for  the  use  of  sordid  gain, 

T'  oblige  a  friend  or  sfh-^ 
For  friendship  softens  many  a  care. 
Sooths  every  doubt  of  black  despair. 

And  learns  us  bliss  below. 

And  when  in  Winter's  cheerless  day. 
When  Sol  scarce  darts  one  smiling  ray 

To  gild  the  wild  expanse. 
May  I,  with  some  kind  friend  retir'd. 
By  wit  and  polish'd  sense  inspir'd, ' 

Or  lead  the  mazy  dance. 

To  muse  on  Nature's  ^copioHs  field. 
What  different  climes,  what  produce  yield. 

Which  most  excels  in  wealth — 
I'd  envy  not  Golconda's  mi#ies. 
Or  where. Peru  more  costly  shines. 

My  every  Wish  is  Health. 

C.  5.  1776. 
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THE  FALL  OF  MAN. 


Bent  with  fell  purpose  to  deceive^ 
The  Tempter  chose  the  form  of  Eve, 
And,  through  her  powerful  charms,  designed 
The  future  ruin  of  the  kind. 

He  knew  for  man  persuasion  hung. 
Though  ruin  foUow'd  from  her  tongue ; 
Who  could  the  fatal  gift  forbear. 
Presented  by  a  hand  so  fair  i 

The  gift  was  offered — ^M an  complied — 
He  lov^d,  he  tasted,  and  he  died : 
Death  was  the  fine,  nor  yet  too  high. 
He  deem'd  the  price  of  love  to  die. 

Thus  was  our  common  sire  undone. 
Nor  yet  his  ruin  taught  to  shun ; 
Like  him  the  fatal  gift  we  try. 
Like  him  we  taste,  like  him  we  die ! 

EngHih  Chronicle^ 
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PLEASURE. 


Ask  the  hermit's  chilly  bosom 
Where  the, flowers  of  Pleasure  bloorn^ 

Exotics  here — the  sage  will  say. 
They  only  live  beyond  the  tomb ; 

But  ah  !  his  heart's  last  warmth  is  fled^ 

And  Pleasure  in  his  soul  is  dead. 

The  restless  youth  who  haunts  the  scene 

Where  luxury  ^nd  beauty  beam^ 
Will  tell  thee  Pleasure  only  floats 

On  Joy's  fantastic  changing  dream ; 
But  ah !  the  cup  he  quaflTs  shall  cloy> 
And  make  him  hate  the  sounds  of  joy. 

Where  rival  passions  never  jar. 

Where  Virtue,  Love,  and  Ease,  are  near. 
These,  join'd  by  Faith,  are  rich  in  bliss. 

And  Pleasure  leads  their  laughing  year : 
Oh  Goddess  !  here  then  raise  thy  bowers. 
And  dress  the  peaceful  couch  with  flowers* 

Ihid. 
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DINARZADES  CALL .• 


No  one  is  ignorant  of  the  crad  decree  of  a  famous  Sultan  of  tUe  Indies 
(on  account  of  the  infidelity  of  his  wife)  that  he  would  many  a  lady 
one  night  and  put  her  to  death  the  next.  The  following  Stanzai 
are  imitated  from  the  Arabic. 


AwAKE^  my  sister !  Midnight's  hour 
In  haste  and  silence  glides  away ! 

Exert  your  legendary  pow'r. 
To  gain  of  life  another  day. 

Th'  inrperial  Sultan  has  decreed. 
Unless  you  daily  sometiung  new 

InvcRt,  to  sooth  his  cares — -you  speed 
To  death,  inglorious !  as  undue ! 

He,  like  his  kind  in  humbler  sphere. 
Thro'  changeful  scenes  delights  to  rove. 

And  lively  wit  is  known  to  share 
With  Beauty's  self,  in  Selim's  love. 

English  Chrenkk. 

*  Alluding  to  the  Arabian  Nights. 
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A  LESSON  IN  LAW. 


HOW    TO    EXAMINE    A    WITNESS. 

Dramatis  Perums. 

Counsellor  Botheeum ^John  Plainit< 


Counsellor. 
^  um!  hem!  hem! — ^Your  name  is  John  Plainly f 

Witness.  Yes,  Sir. 

C.  What  are  you? 

W.  I  am  a  watchmaker. 

C.  Awatchmaker!  Pray  was  you  never  a  linen  draper? 

W.  No,  never. 

^  C.  What>  are  you  sure  you  was  never  a  linen  draper.^ 

W.  Yes,  I  am  sure. 

C.  And  where  do  you  live? 

W.  In  Clerkenwell. 

C.  I  don't  ask  you  whether  you  live  in  Clerkenwell— 
you  mig]it  as  well  tell  me  you  live  in  Dublin  or  Mexico. 
What  street  do  you  live  in? 

W.  On  Clerkenwell  Green. 

C.  O!  you  do,  do  you?  And  pray  how  long  have 
you  liv«d  there? 

W.  Six  or  seven  years. 

2  B 
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C.  Six  or  seven,  pray -recollect  j  oi^rself — how  much 
more  than  six  or  less  than  seven? 

W.  I  can't  precisely  say,  perhaps  six  years  and  ai 
half. 

C.  Perhaps — ^we  have  nothing  to  do  with  perhaps.*-^ 
Remember  you  are  upon.  oad).  . 

W.  I  can't  say — I  am  certain  not  seven  years* 

C,  Now,  Sir,  you  say  you  have  lived  not  quitie  seven 
yeacs:upon  Clerl^enwell  Green,  and  you  are  a  wdtch<> 
maker;  recollect  yourself,  was  you  ever  in  a  public  house? 

W.  Yes. 

C,  O,  you  were,  what  t  suppose  pretty  often,  if  the 
truth  was  known?.    .  '  ■     .  .  :    .1 

W.  Yes,  DOW  and  then.  \ 

C.  I  si^pose  once  a  day,  ha?  . 

W.  No,  very  seldom  above  once  a  week, 
',  C,  What  house  do  you  frequent? 

W.  The  King  s  Head. 
\  £•  Now  recollect -^yourself-r-remember  you  are  »p<» 
oath — was  you  never  at  the  Cat  and  Fiddle?    ' 
'  W.  Not  that  I  know  af. 

C.  You  swear  you  never  wa8^  mind  what  I  say.--^ 
Gehtlemen  of  the  Jury  pray  attend  to  this— You  swe^ 
you  nevec  was  at  the  Cat  and  Fiddle?  .    ,  . 

W.  No,  I  don't  swear  it-^a  man  may  go  into  a 
public  house  occasionally' without  observing  the  sign. 
".  C.  I  don't  ask  you  what  a  man  may  do-— do  yOa 
swear  you  never  was  iat  the  Cat?  » 

W,  I  can't  say  any  moce.  • 
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C  Sir,  you  must  not  answer  so-nremembcr  you.  are 
upon  oath^but  as  you  never  was  at  the  Cat— do  you 
know  the  prisoner  at  the  barf 

W.  I  recollect  him  on  the  night  the  robbery  hap* 
pened« 

C.  1  don't  ask  you  about  a  robbery— *do  ydu  know 
the  prisoner  at  the  barf 

W.  No  otherwise  than  I  said^— I  saw  him  knotk 

4 

down — 

C.  Stop,  fellow,  we -don't  ask  you  to  say  that. 

W.  I  have  nothing  else  to  say. 

C.  And  pray  no\v  what  might  you  see?  I  suppose 
you  know  you  are  upon  oath? 

(  fVitntss  here  gives  an  account  of  the  robbery*) 

C*  Are  you  sure  it  was  brandy  and  water  the  prisoiter 
drank? 

W.  Yes,  I  heard  him  ask  for  iti 

C.  Thai's  a  pretty  reason — because  you  heard  him 
ask  for  it — but  can  you  swear  he  got  it? 

W.  Yes,  I  saw  it  in  his  hand. 

C.  Why  did  not  you  say  so  before?  we  don*t  Want 
to  know  what  you  heard. — Nxjiw,  Sir,  be  upon  your 
guard — -this  is  a  matter  of  life  and  death — be  serious, 
Sir^  and  declare  upon  your  oath  whether  there  waa 
any  ^Ugar  in  his  brandy  and  water? 

W.  I  can't  tell,  I  believe  not. 

C./No  trifling  here,  fellow — speak  out;  was  therc^ 
or  was  there  not  sugar  in  his  Hquor? 

W.  I  say.  Sir,  I  don't  remember* 

a  B  a 
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C.  Coaw  recollect  7oitrself--youcaii'tremeaibera&y 
tbifig  of  a  lump  of  sugar  ?   Pray  what  did  the  pirisoaer 
nay  when  he  attacked  the  person  who  was  robbed  f 
.  W.  I  doa*t  recollect  mudi — lie  swore  at  him. 

C.  What  did  he  swear? 
%  W.  He  swore  some  horrible  oaths  and  curses. 

C.  Curses-^o  you  pretend  to  say  he  swore  ciuiBesf 
.1 W.  I:can't  say,  he  swore  rery  had. 

C.  Pray  repeat  some  of  them. 

W.  .1  do  not  lememticr  them. 

C.  You  are  a  pretty  witness — you  heard  oaths  and 
cvatses,  and  dcMi*t  remember  them.  What  did  you 
come  here  for?  What  do  you  stand  there  for?  What 
did  5^on  take  an  oath  for? 

W.  You  pot  me  out  so. 

C.  Put  you  out,  fellow,  why  you  have  said  nothing. 

W.  I  have  honestly  told  what  I  know. 

C.  O  yes,,  "very  honestly,  no  doubt — since  you  know 
nothing  of  the  prisoner's  cursing  and  swearing,  pray 
what  o'clock  was  it? 

W.  Betwixt  ten  and  eleven. 

C.  None  of  your  betwixts;  was  it  five  minutes  past 
ten,  or  a  quarter,  or  half  an  hour,  or  forty  minutes? 
remember  you  are  upon  oath. 

W.  I  can't  say;  I  had  no  watch,  I  am  sure  it  was 
not  eleven. 

C*  And  pray  how  are  you  sure  of  that? 

W.  I  heard  the  watchman  cry  the  hour  after  I  got 
home. 

C.  O,  you  did^  did  you?  wJiat  watchman? 
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W.  One  in  the  street,  I  did  not  know  him. 

C.  What,  not  know  his  oame,  and  heard  bim  cry 
the  hour? 

W.  No — I  never  asked.  His  name. 

C.  And  pray  now — ^remember  you  are  upon  oath — 
what  did  the  watchman  say  when  he  cried  the  hour? 

W.  Say,  Sir ! 

C.  Yes,  fellow,  what  did.  he  say? 

W.  He  said,  as  nearly  as  I  can  recolject-— 

C.  We  don't  want  you  to  recollect — what  did  he 
say? — answer  me  that. 

W,  He  said  *^  Past  eleven  o'clock,'* 

C.  Was  that  all? 

W.  Yes. 

C.  Didn't  he  say  good  night? 

W.  I  did  not  hear  him. 

C  Now  be  upon  your  guard.-— ^When  the  prisoner 
struck  his  companion,  at  what  distance  was  he  from 
him? 

W.  Distance! 

C.  Don't  repeat  my  words,  feBow — at  what  distance 
was  he? 

W.  Just  two  feet  six  inches  and  three  quarters. 

C.  Pray  how  came  you  to  be  so  accm'ate  in  the 
distance  ? 

W.  Why  I  thought  some  fool  would  ask  me  the 
question,  s6  I  measured  it. 

Court.  Have  you  any  more  questions  to  ask  him? 

C.  No,  my  Lord,  I  have  done.!.       . 

General  Evening  FosU 
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RETORT  COURTEOUS. 

Oiven  hy  Mr*  KembU^  when  at  York^  to  «  Methodist  who 

had  persecuted  him*  ' 

NiPWEiOHT,  a  Grocer,  of  the  chosen  few. 

At  night  from  shop  and  Worldly  cares  withdrew, 

Aad  having  for  his  souFs  edification, 

Por'd  o'er  a  chapter  of  the  Revelation-^ 

He  shut  the  book,  unspectacled  his  nose. 

And  calling  his  apprentice  as  he  rose. 

Have  you  the  currants  treacled  well,  good  John  ?- 

Yes,  Sir — Tobacco  wet  ? — ^Tis  done — 

The  sugar  flour'd  ? — It  is— Then  conle  up  stairs^ 

And  like  good  Christians— let  us  go  to  prayers ! 


STANZAS, 

Written  in  the  Album  of  a  Convent  in  Trance. 

TV  HOM  fickle  friend?  or  falser  love 
May  drive  to  this  sequestered  grove. 

The  moral  duties  learn ; 
Forgive,  forget  each  little  wrong ! 
To  social  scenes  your  hearts  belong,^ 

To  social  scenes  return ! 
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And  you^  whose  tears  incessant  Aovr 
For  words  departed^  lost  below. 

Is  nothing  left  behind  f 
Your  bosoms  have  been  taught  to  kno\r 
The  world  had  something  to  bestow. 

Will  you  forsake  your  kind  ? 

And  let  not  aught  may  here  invite, 
Howe'er  luxurious  on  the  sight. 

Prevail  your  steps  to  stay : 
Nor  can  Devotion's  specious  plea. 
Nor  loftier  soul'd  Philosophy, 

Excuse  a  long  delay. 

At  whose  command  the  tempests  roll- 
Opposing  passions  tear  the  soul. 

And  good  from  evil  bring : 
At  whose  command  the  rain  descends—^ 
The  breast  of  Charity  distends. 

And  love  and  friendship  spring. 

Tho'  love  be  false,  and  friends  deceive, 
Tho'  death  bereave  you,  do  not  grieve ; 

Pursue  the  Maker's  plan — 
A  little  while,  and  care  shall  cease  : 
TkU  world  was  never  made  for  peace. 

But  Man  was  made  for  Man  ! 

Efi^lhh  Chronicle^ 
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ODE  TO  A  GRIZZLE  WIG. 

BT  A  GENTLEMAN  WHO  JUST  LEFT  OFF  HIS  BOB. 

All  hail !  ye  curls,  that  raag'd  in  revVend  row. 
With  snowy  pomp  my  conscious  shoulders  hide  ; 

That  fall  beneath  in  venerable  flow, 

And  crown  my  brows  above  with  feathery  pride ! 

High  on  your  summit.  Wisdom  s  mimic'd  air 
Sits  thron'd,  with  Pedantry  her  solemn  sire. 

And  in  her  net  of  awe-diffusing  hair. 

Entangles  fools,  and  bids  the  crowd  admire. 

O'er  every  lock,  that  floats  in  full  display. 
Sage  Ignorance  her  gloom  scholastic  throws ; 

And  stamps  o*er  all  my  visage,  once  so  gay. 
Unmeaning  Gravity's  serene  repose. 

Can  thus  large  wigs  our  reverence  engage  ? 

Have  barbers  thus  the  power  to  blind  our  eyesf 
Is  science  thus  conferr  d  on  every  sage 

By  Bayliss,  Blenkinsop,  and  lofty  Wise?* 

But  thou,  farewell,  my  Bob !  whose  thin  wove  thatch. 
Was  stor'd  with  quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles^ 

That  love  to  live  within  the  one-curl'd  scratchy 
With  fun,  and  all  the  family  of  smiles. 

•  Peruke-makers  in  Oxford. 


377 

Safe  in  thy  privilege,  near  Isis'  brook, 

Whole  afternoons  at  Wolvercote  I  qiiafT'd  ; 

At  eve  my  careless  round  in  High-street  took. 
And  call'd  at  Jolly's  for  the  casual  draught. 

No  more  the  wherry  feels  my  stroke  so  true ; 

At  skittles  in  a  grizzle  can  I  play  ? 
Woodstock,  farewell !  and  Wallingford,  adieu! 

Where  many  a  scheme  relieved  the  lingering  day* 

Such  were  the  joys  that  once  Hillario  crown^. 

Ere  grave  preferment  came  my  peace  to  rob  : 

Such  are  the  less  ambitious  pleasures  found 

Beneath  theliceat  of  an  humble  Bob. 

English  Chronicle^ 

VERSES 

Sent  hy  Thomson^  with  the  first  edition  of  the  Seasons^  to  Miss 
Youngy  80  often  celebrated  hy  the  appellation  of  Amanda. 

Accept,  dear  Nymph,  a  tribute  due 
To  sacred  Friendship,  and  to  you  ; 
Bat  with  it  take  what  breath'd  the  whok. 
Oh !  take  to  thine  the  Poet's  soul. 

If  Fancy  here  her  power  displays. 

Or  if  a  heart  exalts  these  lays. 

You  fairest  in  that  fancy  shine, 

And  all  that  heart  is  fondly  thine. 

Ibid. 
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EXTEMPORE. 

Occaswneii  by  reading  an  account  of  a  Lady  having  hem 
Jined  at  Bamiley  Seisians  in  tzco  guineas,  and  bound 
itver  to  keep  the  peace  a  iueho^monthi  for  cutting  vff 
the  Tail  of  a  Idvmyer* 


^' At  Barnsley  Juries  loud  FU  rail,'* 

Said *'  for  years  to  comer- 
Two  guimias  for  a  Ijawyer's  tail ! 
Hi&  head*2i  not  worth  the  sum. 

*  Tho'  in  the  end  it  may  be  found 

A  bargain  not  too  dear. 
For  with  the  fine  my  Inrife  is' bound 

To  keep  the  peace'  a  year  !!! 

*'  Should  she  do  that — ^no  more  J'll  croak> 

No  more  my  lot  bewail — 
But  spouse  each  year  shall  have  her  joke. 

And  dock  a  Lawyer's  tail." 

^       English  Chronick» 
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TO  A  REDBREAST. 

iftjiTTLK  bird,  wilh  bosom  red. 
Welcome  to  my  humble  shed  ! 
Courtly  domes  of  high  degree 
Have  no  room  for  thee  and  me ; 
Pride  and  pleasure's  fickle  throng 
Nothing  mind  a  simple  song. 
Daily  neaEi'  my  table  steal. 
While  I  pick  my  scanty  meal,    . 
Doubt  not,  little  though  there  be^ 
Sut  111  caBt  a  crumb  to  thee ; 
Well  rewarded  if  I  spy 
Pleasure  in  thy  glanciiig  eye ; 
See  thee,  when  thoust  eat  thy  fill. 
Plume  thy  breast,  and  wipe  thy  bill. 
•Come,  my  feathered  friend,  again. 
Well  thou  know'st  the  broken  pane. 
Ask  of  me  thy  daily  store; 
Go  not  near  Avaro's  door : 
Once  within  his  iron  hall, 
Woful  end  shall  thee  befall : 
Savage  1 — He  would  soon  divest 
Of  its  rosy  plumes  thy  breast ; 
Then,  with  solitary  joy. 
Eat  thee,  bones  and  all,  my  boy ! 

Mr.  Lan^home^ 
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ACADEMICAL  ELEGTY. 


<As  Physic's  sons,  when  art's  weak  efforts  fail, 
Hope  nature  may  their  patient's  health  repair. 

Sooth  sad  despair  by  man}'  a  cheering  tale^ 
Send  them  to  Bath,  or  to  their  native  air. 

So  did  my  sire  his  son  to  college  send. 
Big  with  the  lordly  hopes  of  future  fame^ 

Most  sagely  bade  him  to  his  book  attend. 
And  boldly  emulate  each  honoured  name. 

He  little  knew,  poor  soul !  the  student's  toil^ 
And  sweat,  and  care,  and  speculation  fine; 

He  never  knew,  alas !  the  midnight  oil 
And  mathematics  make  a  sound  divine. 

He  never  saw,  alack  !  good  honest  man. 
Master  VicerChan6ellor,  as  meek  as  Job, 

Marching  to  churchy  three  Beadles  in  the  van. 
Or  the  red  splendour  of  a  Doctor's  robe. 

But  ah  !  his  son,  by  trial  sad  hath  found> 

How  hard  the  task,  with  painful  steps,  to  rove 

O'er  rocks  which  roughen  academic  ground. 
And  thorns  which  poison  ev'n  the  muses'  grove. 
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£v*a  now^  sad  wight !  in  college  closely  pent^ 
While  slowly  tolls  old  Mary's  doleful  bell^ 

He  pours^  despondent  pow^^  his  poor  complaint^ 
And  glares  confos'dly  round  bis  lonely  oelL 

His  sinking  soul  ideal  fancy  shocks^ 

And  paints  the  tempest  of  his  future  years^ 

When,  like  a  lion,  in  the  horrid  box. 

His  visage  grim  the  stern  opponent  rears. 

Tempestuous  dreams  disturb  his  broken  rest. 
Tremendous  Waring  opes  his  ghastly  maw. 

And,  like  the  night-mare  on  his  troubled  breast^ 
O'ervvhelms  him  with  bis  mathematic  paw. 

Rest,  heaving  bosom!  pause,  thou  startling  tear! 

Now  sleep  and  silence  reign  o^er  half  the  globe. 
Where  is  thy  courage,  god-like  Sampson,  where? 

And  where  thy  patience,  oh !  undaunted  Job  ? 

Mr,  Langhomc* 


THE  MARINER. 

A  SONNET. 


The  sea-beat  mariner,  whose  watolifnl  eye 

Full  many  a  boist'rous  night  hath  wak'd  to  weep. 

When  the  keen  blast  descending  from  the  sky, 
Snatch'd  bis  warm  tear-drop  from  the  ^rav'nous  deep. 
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Drench'd  by  the  chilling  isin,  his  dreirjr  boar 
Creeps  slowly  omvard  to  ihe  dawn  of  day ; 

Till  buniing  Phoebus  darting  thro'  the  showV^ 
Warai6»  with  bis  golden  beam>  the  frothy  spray. 

With  lightniug*s  swiftness  he  ascends  the  mast^ 

And  cries  **  another  tedious  night  is  o'er/* 
He  spreads  the. swelling  sail — fhe  sees  at  last 

His  darling  roistress-s-and  hid  native  shore  ; 
The  restless  waudVer  then  forgets  his  pain, 
Steals,  a  fond  kiss — and  braves  his  fate  again, 

EnglpA  Chronkhm 
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THE  INTERCESSION 

TO    THE    FAIREST    OF   WOOD-NTMP]tfS/ 

No  more,  soft  deceiver  \  with  cruelty  s^eet;^ 
Of  mock  adoration  thy  moments  emplpir. 

Spare,  spare  thy  sad  lover— a  trace  to  d#peit — 
Nor  say  that  Ais  thought  is  the som-epof  thy  joy» 

A  Traitress  Iknow,  tho'  a  charmer  tl^  art; 

For  all  thy  endearments  are  meant  to  mislead ; 
Thy  beauties,  resistless,  must  seize  on  tli^fj  heart. 

But  why  should  thy  merriment  dooiu- H  ^^  bleed?  * 
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Leave>  leave  such  designs,  nor  exultingly  ga 

To  the  edge  of  the  mountain,  or  scite  of  the  grove  ; 
There,  g^ily  observant,  to  laugh  at  his  woe^ 

Wlio  wanders  at  midnight  to  think  upon  love. 

Tho*  weak  be  the  wretcli  who  can  languish  in  vain. 
And  pour  forth,  distracted^  bis  sighs-  to  the  wind  ^ 

Yet,  sooth'd  by  his  folly,  he  feeds  upon  pain, 
And  anguish  becomes  the  sole  bliss  of  his  mind. 

What  tho'  HE  adore  thee  with  tenderest  care. 
Enough — that  thy  wisdom  his  passion  despise ; 

That  it  turns  in  disgust  from  the  throbs  of  despair. 
And  contemn  the  sad  drops  that  descend  from  his  eyed. 

O  since  then  by  truth  or  by  pkj/^  subdu'd, 
A  female  of  spirit,  thou  scornest  to  j^eld  ; 

Let  mercy,  at  least,  in  thy  triumph  be  view'd. 

Nor  attack  <the  unarmed  with  a  sword  and  a  sHiELt>» 

But  come,  rosy  Nymph !  from  the  moonshine  retire, 
O  hasten  to  mingle  fond  kisses  with  mine ; 

A  bowl  of  rich  nectar  shall  brighten  the  fire. 
While  Love  gives  bis  torch  to  the  God  of  the  Vine. 

See  my  tygers  are  ready,  my  car  is  prepar'd. 
To  deck  thee  a  garland  of  joy  I  have  brought ; 

With  mirth  unreflecting  my  throne  may  be  shared. 
But  Sorrow  must  still  be  the  tyeant  of  thought. 

Bacchus* 
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RETIREMENT. 


WBITTEK    IN    AMSBICikj   BY   JL    NATITE   BAEB. 


j^  HERMET*s  house^  beside  a  stream^ 

With  forests  planted  round. 
Whatever  it  to  you  may  seem. 
More  real  happiness  I  deem, 

Tlxaa  if  I  were  a  monarch  crowned. 

A  cottage  I  would  call  my  own. 

Remote  from  domes  of  care ; 
A  little  garden  wall'd  with  stone ; 
The  wall  with  ivy  overgrown ; 

A  limpid  fountain  near; 

Would  more  substantial  joys  afford^ 

More  real  bliss  impart^ 
Than  all  the  wealth  that  misers  hoard. 
Than  vanquish'd  worlds,  or  worlds  restor'd^ 

Mere  cankers  of  the  heart ! 

Vain,  foolish  man  !  how  vast  thy  pride ; 

How  little  can  thy  wants  supply ! 
'Tis  surely  wrong  to  grasp  so  wide ; 
We  act  as  if  we  only  had 

To  triumph — not  to  die. 
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EPITAPH 

ON   TWO    8I8TBSS  (TWINS)  BURIED   TOOETBBB. 

jPair  marble^  tell  to  future  days, 
That  here  two  virgia  sisters  lie. 

Whose  jive9  employed  each  iongue  in  praise^ 
Whose  death  drew  tears  from  evVy  eye. 

In  stature^  beauty,  years,  and. fame. 
Together  as  they  grew,  they  shooe ; 

So  much  ALIKE,  so  much  the  same. 
Death  quite  mistook  'em  both  for  one. 

English  Chronicle* 


A  MATRIMONIAL  THOUGHT. 

In  the  sweet  days  of  honey-moon. 
With  Kate's  allurements  smitten, 

I  lov'd  her  late,  I  lov'd  her  soon. 
And  cali'd  her  dearest  kitten : 

But  now  my  kittens  grown  a  cat. 
And  cross,  like  other  wives ; 

O !  by  my  soul,  my  honest  Mat, 
I  fear  she  has  nine  lives ! 


Ibid. 
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JEWISH  ECONOMY. 

4/wo  criminals^  a  Christian  and  a  Jew, 
Who*d  been  to  honest  feelings  rather  calloas. 

Were  on  a  platform  once  exposed  to  view. 
Or  come,  as  some  folks  call  it,  to  the  gallows  ; 

Or,  as  of  late,  a  quainter  phrase  prevails. 

To  weigh  their  weight  upon  the  city  scales. 

In  dreadful  form  the  constables  and  shrieve. 
The  priest  and  c»*d'aary,  and  crowd,  attended. 

Till  fix'd  the  noose,  and  all  had  taken  leave ; 
When  the  poor  trembling  Israelite  befriended^  * 

Heard,  by  express,  from  officer  of  state, 

A  gracious  pardon  quite  reverse  his  fate. 

Unmov*d  he  seem'd,  and  to  the  spot  still  sticking;. 
Ne'er  offers,  tho'  he's  bid,  to  quit  the  place ; 

Till  in  the  air  the  other  fellow  kicking. 

The  sheriff  thought  that  some  peculiar  grace. 

Some  Hebrew  form  of  silent  deep  devotion. 

Had  for  a  while  deprived  him  of  his  motion. 

But  being  question'd,  by  the  sheriff's  orders- 
Why  not  with  proper  officer  retiring  ? 

In  tone  of  voice  that  on  the  marv'lous  borders. 
While  that  his  looks  were  to  the  beam  aspiring;, 

*'  I  only  vait "  said  he,  '^  before  I  coes  "    . 

'^  Ov  Mister  Catch  to  puy  the  ted  man's  clothes  !  ^  . 

Feier  Pindmr, 
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ADDRESS  TO  A  PICTURE  OF  PRUDENCE. 


?Y  HEN  unrestrained  my  simple  heart 
Would  let  the  world  its  follies  see ; 
Thy  wise  reserve  do  thou  impart. 
And  let  me.  Prudence,  think  on  thee. 

When  Wit  her  dang'rous  mirth  supplies. 
Provoking  Laughter's  heedless  glee. 

To  check  ray  fancies  as  they  rise, 
I'll  turn  my  eyes  to  look  on  thee. 

If  prone  to  blab  a  gossip's  tale, 
Ai\d  set  the  imprison'd  secret  free. 

That  look  demure  shall  then  prevail. 
And,  silent,  I  will  copy  thee. 

If  discord  in  my  bosom  rise. 

And  anger  uncontrol'd  would  be, 

I'll  seek  that  form  with  eager  eyes. 
And  calm  my  rage  by  viewing  thee. 

When  lavish  bounty  guides  my  hand. 
And  thou  shalt  urge  Discretion's  plea; 

My  heart>  resign'd  to  thy  command. 
Shall  yield  its  impulse  up  to  thee. 

9>  c  9, 
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Sage  goddess^  on  whose  sober  brow 
I  many  a  sapient  maxim  see. 

Time  bids  me  at  thy  shrine  to  bow. 
And  never  more  abandon  thee. 


LINES 

LAID  UPON  THE  BOgOH  OF  A  SLEEPING  INFANT* 

Rest,  lovely  Babe  f  while  watchful  by 
A  mother  guards  thy  slumbers  sweet. 

Who  loves  to  meet  thy  op  niug  eye. 
And  joys  thy  beaming  smile  to  greet. 

O,  time  wilJ  come>  when  anguish-tom. 
In  vain  thorflt  seek  her  lulling  breast ; 

Condemned,  alas !  to  wake  and  mourn. 
When  the  fond  parent  ^nks  to  rest. 

May'st  thou,  dear  boy,  when  age  has  strung 
Thy  frame,  thus  fair,  with  sinewy  force. 

Still  hold  revered  the  sacred  tongue 
That  formM  the  infant  in  its  course. 

Joy  that  no  harsh  ungracious  sound 

Has  ever  hurt  thy  tender  ear ; 
Then  the  sad  earth  that  clasps  her  round 

Will  not  be  injur'd  by  thy  tear. 

English  Chronicle* 
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EPITAPH. 

JL  o  this  sad  shrine,  whoever  thou  art,  draw  near. 
Here  lies  the  friend  most  lov'd,'the  wife  most  dear; 
No  conquest  she  but  o'er  herself  desir'd. 
No  art  essay'd,  but  not  to  be  admirM ; 
Passion  and  pride  were  to  her  soul  unknown^ 
Convinced  that  virtue  only  is  our  own  ; 
Who  ne*er  knew  joy  but  friendship  might  divide. 
Or  gave  her  husband  grief — ^but  when  she  dy'd. 

Ibid. 


THE  LICENCE  OF  TRAVELLING. 

One  of  those  talkers,  who  themselves  admire^ 
Strange  stories  t^U,  and  say  they  hate  a  liar. 
As  he  was  holding  forth  one  day, 
'Mongst  other  things  was  heard  to  say : 
^'  On  I)over  beach  ,(1  think  'twas  there) 

A  friend  of  mine  caught  a  sea  horse. 
He  train'd  him  up  with  special  care. 

And  rouiid  his  fields  would  njake  him  course* 
Riding  one  morn  th'  amphibious  creature. 

Rashly  too  near  the  sea  he  went ;         . 
The  marine  horse,  as  was  his  nature. 

No  sooner  snuff'd  the  briny  sqent. 
But  in  he  plung'd,  with  him  he  bore. 
And  ne'er  was  seen  or  heard  of  more.'' 
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O!  Sir,**  reply*d  a  stander  by, 
'*  As  much  as  you  I  hate  a  lie : 
But  trust  me,  at  the  time  you  mention, 
(It  is  no  tale  of  my  invention) 

I  was  at  Calais  waiting  for  a  wind. 
When,  to  my  great  and  glad  surprise. 
Forth  from  the  waves  I  saw  him  rise. 

Beholding  my  distress,  he  was  so  kind 

To  monnt  again,  and  take  me  np  behind ; 
Then  jump*d  into  the  deep  profound. 
And  brought  me  home  both  safe  and  sound/ 

The  moral's  very  easy  to  apply — 
To  shame  a  liar  tell  a  greater  lie! 


DIALOGUE 

Between  Harry^  who  had  a  large  Library^  and  Dicky  wh^ 
had  more  Understanding  than  Booku 

OuoTH  Harry  to  his  friend  one  day, 
''  Wou'd,  Richard,  I'd  thy  head,'* 

^'  What  wilt  thou  give  for't?'*  Dick  reply'd, 
'^  The  bargain's  quickly  made*** 

^  My  head  and  all  my  books  I'd  give 

With  readiness  and  freedom," 
*^  I'd  take  thy  books,  but  with  thy  head 

Gad-zooks  I  cou'd  not  read  'em." 

English  Chronicle. 
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ON  LOTTERIES. 


A  LOTTERY^  like  a  magic  s])d]y 

All  ranks  of  mea  bewitches ; 
Whose  beating  bosoms  vainly  swell^ 

With  hopes  of  sudden  riches. 

With  hopes  to  gain  ten  thousand  pounds^ 

How  many  post  to  rain^ 
And  for  more  empty^  airy  sounds. 

Contrive  their  own  undoing. 

Life's  greatest  blessing,  calm  content^ 

No  more  attends  his  slumbers^ 
Who  dreams  of  profit  cent  per  cent. 

And  sets  his  heart  on  numbers^ 

He^  who  intent  on  shadowy  schemes. 

By  them  is  deeply  bubbled. 
Deserves  to  wake  from  golden  dreams. 

With  disappointment  doubled* 

Unmoved  by  Foetune's  fickle  wheel. 
The  wise  man  Chance  despises. 

And  Prudence  courts  with  fervent  zeal- 
She  ^ves  the  highest  prizes. 

Ibid. 
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LINES 

Bjf  Sir  RkhariJUfoelace  tq  Ms  MistresSf  <m  iU  going 

to  the  Wan. 

Xell  me  not,  sweety  I  am  unkind. 

That  from  the  nunnery 
Of  thy  chaste  breast  and  quiet  mind. 

To  war  and  arms  I  fly. 

True ;  a  new  mistress  now  I  chase. 

The  first  fo^  in  the  field ; 
And,  with  a  stronger  faith,  embrace 

A  sword,  a  horse,  a  shidd. 

Yet  this  inconstancy  is  such 

As  you  too  shall  adore ; 
I  could  not  love  thee,  dear,  so  much, 

Lov'd  I  not  honour  more. 


EPIGRAM. 

ON   IMPRISONMENT   FOR   DEBT. 

Of  old  the  Debtor>  that  insolvent  died, 
Egypt  the  rites  of  sepulture  denied  ; 
A  diff'rent  trade  enlightened  christians  drive, 
And  charitably  bury  him  alive. 

English  Chrmck, 
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EPIGRAM, 

Stuck  vpon  the  statue  (ft  he*  Moor  which  iuffports  the 
Sun-dial  in  ClemtnCt  Ian. 

jLn  vaiD,  poor  sable  soo  of  woe. 
Thou  seek  St  the  tender  tear ; 

From  thee  in  vain  with  pangs  they  flow^ 
For  mercy  dwells  not  here. 

From  cannibals  thou  iled'st  in  vain ; 

Lawyers  less  quarter  give ; 
The  first  won't  eat  you^till  youVei  slain. 

The  lasjt  will  do't  alive. 

Ibid. 


ON  LELU. 

O  HAD  I  Titian's  skill,  to  trace 
A  picture  witl^out  fault  or  flaw, 

A  perfect  form,  a  perfect  face, 

I  then  would  Lelia's  portrait  draw. 

Or  had  I  Milton's  pow'r  of  song. 

Where  strength  with  melody  combin'd^ 

I'd  sing  in  numbers  soft,  yet  strong,    , 
The  nobler  graces  of  her  mind« 
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For  none  but  Titian's  art  could  paint 
Htr  eyes,  her  mouth,  her  shape,  her  air ; 

His  art  alone  could  represent 
So  sweet  a  form,  a  face  so  fair« 

And  Milton's  muse  alone  could  tdl 
Her  graceful  ease,  her  polish'd  art. 

Her  soul,  where  all  attractions  dwell. 
And  prostrate  lays  the  proudest  heart* 

Monthly  Review. 


CUPID  AND   PSYCHE, 

To  some  married  Ladies. 

^Wnn  cheeks  bedew'd  with  drops  of  pearly 

Sad  Psyche  sought  the  grove. 
Where  she  her  tresses  us'd  to  curl. 

With  Innocence  and  Love. 

Sweet  Modesty,  a  rural  maid, 

O'ertook  the  weeping  fair; 
Ask'd  why  in  loose  attire  she  stray*d. 

And  why  diffused  her  hair  ? 

I  Cupid  seek  o'er  hill  and  dale. 

From  me  the  god  has  fled  ; 
And  (what's  the  cause  I  cannot  tell). 

He  shuns  the  marriage  bed. 
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Dry  up  thy  tears,  and  cease  to  mouniy 

Return'd  the  sylvan  chaste, 
Accept  from  me  this  magic  zone. 

And  bind  it  round  thy  waist. 

Tie  up  thy  locks,  thy  dress  improve. 
And  soon  this  change  thou'lt  see  ; 

Psyche  shall  cease  to  follow  love. 
Fond  love  shall  follow  thee. 

The  zone  about  her  waist  she  ties. 

Each  tress  a  ringlet  flows. 
Her  bosom's  hid  from  vulgar  eyes. 

Each  cheek  displays  a  rose. 

Now  in  the  stream  she  views  her  face^ 

• 

Exults  at  charms  so  fair ; 
The  while  she  studied  ev'ry  grace. 
Love  came  and  found  her  there. 

Enraptur  d  to  her  arms  he  flew. 
With  joy  he  Uess'd  the  change. 

Improved  the  cause  from  whence  it  grew. 
And  Love  forgot  to  range. 

Ye  wedded  dames,  my  hints  descry. 

Nor  blame  the  friendly  part ; 
The  slattern  makes  the  lover  fly. 

While  neatness  chains  the  heart. 

r.  M.  E.  G. 
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EPIGRAM, 

On  angling  at  Kclham  after  the  death  of  the  late  Duke  rf 
Newcastle^  wfto^  when  Lord  iancolny  had  a  temporary 
residence  there, 

AN  IMPROMPTU. 

JLn  the  trials  of  patience  which  pursue  us  thro*  life, 
There  is  one  I  may  veuture  to  tell  'em ; 

Poor  Job,  tho'  perplex'd  with  a  fond  foolish  wife. 
Yet,  I  trust,  he  ne'er  angled  at  KeUuun. 


THE  SIMPE  SWAIN. 

A  PASTOAAL. 

In  wayward  mood,  in  passion's  guise,. 
There  was  a  time  when  tears  and  sighs 

Were  grateful  to  my  soul ; 
I  hail'd  the  gloom^~I  sought  the  grove> 
I  felt  the  pangs  of  wasting  love. 

And  owQ*d  his  full  control. 

Haply  to  meet  the  peerless  maid. 
Oft  'mid  the  vista's  length  I  stray'd^ 

All  comfortless  I  sought ; 
To  lull  my  woes,  to  still  my  pain, 
I  lov'd  the  soft  elegiac  strain. 

And  fair  poetic  thought. 
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But  musingg  that  seclnsiong  brings 
But  strains  that  love-lorn  poets  sing. 

Are  nought  to  heal  a  lover ; 
Chai^ce  leads  the  fair  one  to  tlie  vale ; 
Tongue  knows  not  to  unfold  the  tale^ 

So  eyes  the  flame  discover. 

The  past'ral  maidyin  ^11  her  charms^ 
Thus  lur'd  unto  my  longing  arms^ 

I  woo'd — I  won — I  wed — 
Gone  were  my  tears,  my  pangs,  my  sighs. 
Much  was  the  *'  eloquence  of  eyes," 

But  few  the  words  we  said. 

Ah !  shepherd  swains,  of  looks  beware. 

Words  be  your  earlier,  better  care. 

And  SENSE  th'  important  rule  ; 

When  but  one  moon  had  run  its  round, 

O  heavens !  the  peerless  maid  I  found, 

A  VIXEN  and  a  fool. 

English  Chronicle* 

TO  A  PHYSICIAN, 

On  his  Marriage^ 

jOear  Doctor,  let  me  wish  you  joy. 
If  'tis  not  past  the  wishing  season ; 

Let  me,  as  poets  use,  employ 
A  little  rhyme,  a  little  reason* 
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No  jokes  on  hmnan  nature  feaF^ 

*Tis  fit  I  te  Physicians  leave  heif 
Who  from  an  ague  can  set  clear. 

And  know  the  symptom's  of  a  fever- 
Forgive  me,  if  too  fond  of  rule^ 

I  learn  the  habit  of  advising ;. 
I  shall  but  briefly  play  the  foo]> 

In  wishing^  or  in  moralizing. 

All  strife  for  empire  be  abhorr'd ;: 
Which  often  nuptial  quiet  vexes  ; 

Tho'  you  by  right  divine  are  lord. 

Yet  souls  no  difference  know  of  sexes^. 

Your  griefs  and  pleasures  let  her  share^. 

Deservedly  your  esteem  possessing. 
To  blunt  the  smart  of  ev  ry  care. 

And  raise  the  sweets  of  ev'ry  blessing.. 

Nor  joy,  nor  jar,  be  heard  or  seen. 
Nor  umpire,  nor  spectator,  needing ; 

Soon  as  a  third  crept  in  between. 
Remember  Adam  lost  his  Eden. 

May  rolling  years,  that  strength  impair. 
Cement  your  friendship  still  the  strongs ; 

O !  may  her  mind  appear  most  fair. 
Then,  when  her  face  is  so  no  longer. 
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Safe  may  you  rest  thro'  lifers  decline. 
From  pain  acute  or  great  disaster ; 

While  children,  as^  they  grow,  combine 
To  draw  your  trueJove  knot  the  faster* 

Till  he^whose  universal  dart 

The  leam'd  and  fair  must  suffer  under^ 
Yoyr  true-love  knot  alone  shall  part^ 

Who  parts  the  knot  of  life  asunder. 

English  ChronicU* 


SONNET  TO  FORTITUDE. 

FROM    P£TARCH. 

r^YMPH  of  the  vock!  whose  dauntless  spirit  braves 

The  beating  storm  and  bitter  winds  that  howl! 
Round  my  cold  breast;  and  hear*st  the  bursting  waves> 

And  the  deep  thunder^  with  unshaken  soul! 
O  come!  and  shew  how  vain  the  cares  that  press 

On  my  weak  bosom^  and  how  little  worth 
Is  the  false  fleeting  meteor^  Happiness, 

That  still  misleads  the  wanderers  of  the  earth  I 
Strengthened  by  thee,  this  heart  shall  cease  to  melt 

O'er  ills  thar  poor  Humanity  must  bear; 
Nor  friends  estrang'd,  or  ties  dissolv'd  be  felt. 

To  leave  regret  and  fruitless  anguish  there ; 
And  when  at  length  it  heaves  its  latest  sigh, 
Thou^  and  mild  Hope,  shall  teach  me  how  to  die. 

Ilnd. 
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SONNET 

In  the  Hermitage  at  Wreet  in  Bedfordshire, 

Stranger,  or  gaest,  whomever  this  ballow'd  grove 
Shall  chance  receive,  where  sweet  contentment  dwells^ 
Bring  here  no  heart  that  with  ambition  swells^ 

With  av'rice  pines,  or  bums  with  lawless  love. 

Vain  tainted  souls  will  all  in  vain  remove 
To  sylvan  shades,  and  hermit's  peaceful  cells ; 
In  vain  will  seek  Retirement's  lenient  spells. 

Or  hope  that  bliss  which  only  good  men  prove. 

If  heav'n-bom  Truth  and  sacred  Virtue's  lore. 
Which  cheer,  adorn,  and  dignify  the  mind. 
Are  constant  inmates  of  thy  honest  breast ; 
If,  unrepining  at  thy  neighbour's  store. 
Thou  count'st  as  thine  the  good  of  all  mankind. 
Then  welcome  share  the  friendly  groves  of  Wrest 


EPIGRAM. 

It  HEN  George  was  poor/ the  youth  was  gay  and  free, 
Of  late  he's  grown  brim  full  of  pride  and  pelf; 

You  wonder  that  he  do'nt  remember  me. 
Why  so  ?  you  see  he  has  forgot  himself* 
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TO  A  PIPE  OF  OLD  PORT. 

AN  IMITATION  OV  UiORAC'E^  OJ^^  2lf  UB.  3. 

Ad  AmjaJuirfl^. 


Oh  !  hallow'd  cask  gjT  vjirtuo}  ^^^e^ 
Imported  ijfhea.  John  Wiljte?  iRa?;  iwy'i; ; 
Whether  Uie  juige  w^ich  y.oM  copt^, 
Tp  IsQiye  or  madne3s,  ^r^e  tJne  l>i;^in ; 
Whether  to  wit  you  giy^.  a  a^st. 
Or  rouse  to  t^ge.the  h^ate4  l^r?a$t; 
Or,  l^\\fi^  like,  ^he  se^e^  ^tepp 
Ip,  fopd,  oblivious,  l?M\i»y  s^e^p? 
I'll  broach  this  oight  yo^ur  Latent  h(^?xdi. 
For  Tovyers  tliis.  i?igh,t  wii;!  gJ^a^ce  ipy  bpiMr^t 
And  be  w^ll  skill'd,  as  \  opjue. 
Loves  yellow  Lusitauij^n  wjmc  ; 
Tho'  ste^a  in  Freedom's  gjoripus^cws^i- 
A  bold  asser,ter  of  her  laws. 
He'll  notj  I'j^  syre,  ypvr  gifts  i^xi^, 
AVi^h  sanctimo.9^io.us,  §urly  pricj^e  ; 
E'en  Priestley's  fi^ith  soj?\e  folks  pretend^ 
Your  spirit  could  i^ot  i'^i\  tp  m^i^d ; 
Correct  the  cxced  th§it  K[o;r^l^y  shpcks, 
JFirst  Djiat^e  hyn  drunk,  then  orthodox ; 
That  you  make  dunces  wond'rous  wise> 
From  thousand  proofs  let  two  suffice. 

2  D 
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Pray  what  made  Young  of  Newton  treat} 

And  Billy  Morgan  write  on  heat  ^ 

Severely  kind  you  still  engage. 

In  playful  mirth,  each  rugged  sage ; 

Those  secrets.  Melancholy's  food ! 

Which  oft  distract  the  wise  and  good^ 

By  cheerful  glasses  are  reveaiy. 

And  every  mental  wound  is  heal'd ; 

To  anxious  minds,  who  hope  forswear. 

You  vigour  give,  and  chase  despair ; 

Tho'  pressed  with  want,  the  poor  man  sings^ 

Regardless  of  the  frowns  of  kings. 

If  chance  the  martial  file  he  meets> 

Who  daily  now  disgrace  our  streets. 

When  warm*d  by  you,  they  nought  appal. 

He  boldly  pushes  for  the  wall, 

*  Gainst  which  he  rests,  nor  moves  a  foot. 

Then  damns  them  and  the  bank  to  boot. 

Bacchus  will  come,  a  welcome  guest. 

And  Venus,  sworn  to  make  us  blest ; 

The  Graces  too,  as  guests  I  name. 

For  once  not  fearful  of  their  fame. 

All !  all !  shall  come,  and  house  to-night;^ 

Long  as  the  lustres  lend  their  light ; 

And  they  will  burn  till  Phoebus  rise. 

To  reign  the  monarch  of  the  skies. 

English  CkronidtM 
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INSCRIPTION  UNDER  AN  HOUR-GLASS, 

IV  A   GBOTTO  NEAB  THE  WATER. 

JLHis  bubbling  stream  not  uninstructive  flows^ 

Nor  idly  loiters  to  its  distant  main ; 
Each  flower  it  feeds  that  on  its  margin  grows. 

Bids  thee  to  blush^  whole  days  are  spent  in  vain* 

Nor  void  of  morale  tho'  unheeded  glides 
Time's  current,  stealing  on  with  silent  pace ; 

>For  lo !  each  falling  sand  his  folly  chides. 
Who  lets  one  precious  moment  run  to  waste. 


THE  DREAM. 

AN  ODB. 

Co  ME,  gentle  god  of  soft  repose. 
And  charm  my  weary'd  soul  to  rest  i 

In  thy  embraces  let  me  lose 
The  cares  that  rack  my  pensive  breast. 

Arise,  ye  dear  deceits,  arise. 

And  drest  in  Damon's  manly  form. 

My  long  expecting,  wishing  eyes. 
With  his  ador'd  resemblance  charm. 

2  D  2 
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Those  melting  sounds  still  let  me  hear. 
Which  did  his  ardent  flame  impart ; 

Which  blest  with  love  my  list  ning  ear. 
And  charm'd  my  young,  my  yielding  heart* 

Why  rove  my  thoughts  on  fancy'd  bliss. 
Which  fleeting  dreams  alone  bestow  f 

For  ah !  whene'er  the  mom  ajqpears^ 
I  wake  to  suxe  and  oertaia  voe ! 

The  envious  light  from  my  sad  ejOB, 

Prives  every  festive  joy  away ; 
With  night  the  lovely  phantom  flies^ 

And  leaves  me  sad  in  hated  day. 

Since  waking,  then,  I  am  distrest, 
And  rosy  Pleasure's  fled  with  him ; 

If  sleeping^  I  can  still  be  blest. 
Let  life  be  all  one  blissful  Dream  I 

By  a  young  Lady^  aged  ]5« 


BREVIS  E^SE  LABORO. 

TRANSLATED. 

In  a  suit  of  three  years,  for  three  pinches  of  snuff. 
Here's  a  brief  of  three  yards,  and  tiiat's  brief  eaough. 

Anonymous* 
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CORIN'S  FATE. 


^ORiN,  most  unhappie  swaine^ 
Whither  wilt  thoa  drive  thy  fl<icke  ? 

Little  foode  is  on  the  pkuae ; 
Full  of  danger  is  the  rocke : 

Wolfes  and  beares  doe  kepe  the  woodes; 

Forests  tangled  are  with  brakes^ 
Meadowes  subject  ave  to  floodes ; 

Moores  ore  faH  of  miiy  lakes. 

Yet  to  shunne  all  plaine^  and  hill. 
Forest^  moore,  and  aeadow-groond. 

Hunger  will  as  surely  kill : 

How  may  then  xelide  be  foimd  i 

Such  is  hapless  Corin's  fate : 
Since  my  wa}^afde  love  begunne^ 

Equall  doubts  begett  debate 
What  to  seeke,  and  what  to  fdiunne. 

* 

Spare  to  speake,  and  space  to  speed ; 

Yet  to  speake  will  move  ^sdaine : 
If  I  see  her  aot  I  bleed. 

Yet  her  sight  augments  my  pake. 
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What  may  then  poor  Conn  doe  f 

Tell  me,  shepherds,  quickly  tell. 

For  to  linger  thus  in  woe 

Is  the  lover*s  sharpest  hell. 

Ferafs  Relique$, 

A  SONG  TO  THE  LUTE  IN  MUSICKE. 

MODERNISED. 

It  HERE  griping  griefs  the  heart  would  wound, 
And  doleful  dumps  the  mind  oppress^ 

There  Music,  with  her  silver  sound. 
With  speed  is  wont  to  send  redress : 

Of  troubled  minds,  in  ev'ry  sore. 

Sweet  music  hath  a  salve  in  store. 

In  joy  it  makes  our  mirth  abound. 

In  woe  it  cheers  our  heavy  sprites ; 
Distracted  heads  relief  hath  found. 

By  music's  pleasant  sweet  delights : 
Our  senses  all,  and  e'en  what  more. 
Are  subject  unto  music's  lore. 

The  gods  by  music  have  their  praise; 

The  life,  the  soul  therein  doth  joy : 
For,  a^  the  Roman  poet  says. 

In  seas,  whom  pirates  would  destroy, 
A  dolphin  sav'd,  from  death  most  sharp, 
Arion,  playing  on  his  harp. 
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0  heay'nlj  gift^  that  rules  the  mind. 
E'en  as  the  ^ern  doth  rule  the  ship ! 

O  music^  whom  the  gods  assigned 

To  comfort  man,  whom  cares  would  nip ! 

Since  thou  both  man  and  beast  dost  move. 

What  beast  is  he,  will  thee  disprove  i 


IHd. 


JEMMY  DAWSON. 

Jtiaes'  Dawson  wras  one  of  the  Manchester  lebelsy  who  wm  hanged, 
drawn,  and  qnartcfed,  on  Kennington  Common,  July  iO,  1740. 


C^OME  listen  to  my  mournful  tale. 
Ye  tender  hearts,  and  lovers  dear; 
I    Kor  will  you  scorn  to  heave  a  sigh. 
Nor  will  you  blush  to  shed  a  tear. 

And  thou,  dear  Kitty,  peerless  maid. 
Do  thou  a  pensive  ear  incline ; 

For  thou  can'st  weep  at  ev'ry  woe. 
And  pity  ev'ry  plaint  but  mine. 

Young  Dawson  was  a  gallant  ybuth, 
A  brighter  never  trod  the  plain; 

And  well  he  lov'd  one  charming  maid^ 
And  dearly  was  he  lov'd  again 
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One  tender  ffiftia  sh^  Ibv'd  hith  d^r. 
Of  gentle  blood  the  dhfchsel  came. 

And  faultl^  was'h6r'b^ame6irs  ibw^ 
And  «Jk)tless  "Was  her  \arglh  fame. 

Bat  curse  on  party's  hateful  strife. 
That  led  the  faithful  youth  astray 

The  day  the  rebel  clans  appeared : 
O  had  he  never  seen  that  day ! 

Their  colours  and  their  sash  he  wore. 
And  iti  the  fatal  dfe«s  wtts  found  ; 

And  hbW'hfe  must  that  d^iih  endtlfe. 

Which  gives  the  brave  the  keenest  wound. 

How  pale  was  then  his't?ue-ld>^e*s  cHefet, 
Wh^h  Jeinrtlj^'s  s^titerice  reach'd  her  ear! 

For  ne^er  yet  did  Alpiile  dhotfs 
So  pale,  nor  yet  so  chill  ap{)ear. 

» 

With  feultVirig  voice  she  weepiilg  said,     ^    - 
''  Oh  Dawson  !  iil6nart*h  of  ray  hedrt. 

Think  nbt  thy  death  shall  ^d  our  loves. 
For  tlidti  iatid  I  will  life  v^r  part. 

''  Yet  hllght  me^t  metcy  Arid  a  pldcfe. 
And  bring  relief  to  Jemmy's  woes, 

O  GEdfiGE !  Without  a  prayV  fbr  thee 
My  ori«<ms  should  never  dose. 
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''  The  gra^ktas  p¥itice  that  gives  him  Jife 
Would  crown  a  never-dying  flanofe^ 

And  every  tender  babe  I  bore 

Should  leai^ii  to  Msp  the  giver  s  name. 

*^  But  tho',  dearyoiith!  Ih6u  ^hould'st  be  dragg'd 

To  yoiider  igifotoinious  tt^e, 
Thou  shalt  rtdt  want  a  faithful  frieftd 

T6  Aihs^  thy  bitt^  ffite  wi«h  thee." 

O  then  her  moufning  coftch  wits  eall'd. 
The  sledgfe  mov'd  slowly  on  b6>ft)jfe; 

Tho'  boraife  in  a  triiimphd  car. 

She  had  not  khr'd  her  favVife  okMre*  * 

She  foUow'd  bin*,  prepar'd  ib  Vi^ 

The  terrible  behests  of  Ittw ; 
And  the  l^st  sc^ne  of  Jethiriy's  wo^s 

With  calm  and  stedfttst  eye  she  saw. 

Distorted  was  tlidt  blooming  face^ 
Which  she  had  fondly  lov'd  so  long : 

And  stifled  was  that  tutirfdl  breath. 
Which  in  her  praise  hJid  sweetly  sung : 

And  sever'd  was  that  beauteous  neck. 
Round  which  her  arms  had  fondly  clos'd : 

And  mangled  was  that  beauteous  breast. 
On  which  her  love-sick  head  repos'd : 
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And  ravishM  was  that  constant  hear<^ 

She  did  to  ev'ry  heart  prefer; 
For  tho'  it  could  its  king  forget^ 

'  Twas  true  and  loyal  still  to  hen 

Amid  those  unrelenting  flames^ 

She  bore  this  constant  heart  to  see; 

But  when  'twas  mouldered  into  dust, 
*'  Now,  now/'  she  cr/d,  '^Fll  follow  thee* 

^  Mj  death,  my  death  alone  can  show 
The  pure  and  lasting  love  I  bore : 

Accept,  O  heaven !  of  woes  like  ours, 
Andilet  us,  let  us  weep  no  more." 

The  dismal  scene  was  o*er  and  past. 
The  lover's  mournful  hearse  retir'd ; 

The  maid  drew  back  her  languid  head. 
And,  sighing  forth  his  name,  expir'd. 

Tho'  justice  ever  must  prevail. 
The  tear  my  Kitty  sheds  is  due ; 

For  seldom  shall  she  hear  a  tale 
So  sad,  so  tender,  yet  so  true* 

Ftrc^s  Reliquti. 
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COLIN  AND  LUCY. 


Of  tieinster,  fam'd  for  maidens  fair^ 
Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace  ; 

Nor  e'er  did  LiiFy's  limpid  stream 
Reflect  so  fair  a  face. 

Till  luckless  love  and  pining  care 

Impair'd  her  rosy  hue. 
Her  coral  ]ip,  and  damask  cheeky 

And  eyes  of  glossy  blue. 

Oh !  have  you  seen  a  lily  pale. 
When  beating  rains  descend  ? 

So  droop'd  the  slow-consuming  maid ; 
Her  life  now  near  its  end. 

By  Luc)'^  warn'd,  of  flattering  swains 

Take  heed,  ye  easy  fair ; 
Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vowsj 

Ye  perjur'd  swains  beware. 

Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring ; 
And  at  her  window,  shrieking  thricCj 

The  raven  flap'd  his  wing. 
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Too  well  the  love-lorn  maiden  kneir 

That  solemn  boding  sound ; 
And  thus^  in  dying  words,  bespoke' 

The  virgins  weeping  round : 

"  I  hear  a  voice  yea  «MMiot  hear. 

Which  says  I  must  fiot  stay  ; 
I  see  k  hand  you  cannot  see. 

Which  beckons  Aol^  away. 

^'  By  a  feke  heatt,  ^nd  broken  vows. 

In  early  youth  I  die ; 
Am  I  to  blattue,  because  his  bride 

Is  thrice  as  rich  as  I  ? 

^  Ah  Colin  1  give  hot  bet  'thy  re^s  5 

Vows  due  to  tnfe  atene : 
Nchr  ihou,  fond  maid,  receive  bis  kiss. 

Nor  think  him  all  thy  own. 

"  To-'fflOrrow  in  the  church  to  wed. 

Impatient,  both  prepare : 
But  know,  fond  maid,  and  know,  false  ^an. 

That  Lticy  will  be  ihere. 

**  Then  bear  my  .cwpse,  ye  comrades,  bear. 
The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet ; 

He  in  his  wedding  trim  so  gay, 
I  in  my  winding  she^t.** 
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Sh^  fipoJce,  she  6fd  ;<^her  eorse  was  borne. 
The  bridegroom  blitbe  to  meet ; 

He  in  hU  wedding*trim  so  gay. 
She  in  her  winding-aheet. 

Then  what  were  j)erjur'd  Colin's  thoughts  f 
How  were  those  nuptials  kept  ? 

The  bride-men  flock*d  round  Lucy  dead. 
And  all  |he  village  wept. 

Confusiop,  Qh^me,  ^©inQr^e,  de^ftjr. 

At  once  his  bosons  &well : 
The  dan^ps  qf  death  bedQw*d  his  brow« 

He  shook,  he  gr^fui'd^  be  fell ! 

From  the  vftip  brid^  (ah,  bride.no  ware !) 

The  varying  crimaqn  fl^d^ 
When,  str^tch'd  before  her  rival's  corsQ, 

She  saw  her  husband  dead. 

Then  to  his  Laoy's  new-wade  grave, 
Conyey'd  by  trembling  swains, 

Qne  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  sod. 
For  ever  now  remains. 

OA  at  their  grave  the  Qonstant  hind 
And  plighted  maid  are  seen  ; 

With  gqrbnds  gay,  and  tnje-love  knotsf. 
They  deck  th^  oaored  greep. 
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Bat>  swain  forsworn;  whoe'er  thou  art^ 

This  hallow'd  spot  forbear ; 
Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate^ 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 

Percy*  g  Reliquti^ 
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MARGARET  *S  GHOST. 

JLwAS  at  the  silent  solemn  hour^ 
When  night  and  morning  meet ; 

In  glided  Margaret's  grimly  ghost^ 
And  stood  at  William^s  feet. 

Her  face  was  like  an  April  mom^ 

Clad  in  a  wintrj'  cload : 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily  hand. 

That  held  her  sable  shrowd. 

So  shall  the  fairest  &ce  appear. 
When  youth  and  years  are  flown : 

Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  must  wear. 
When  death  has  reft  their  crown. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  springing  flower. 

That  sips  the  silver  dew  ; 
The  rose  was  budded  in  her  cheek. 

Just  op*ning  to  the  view. 
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But  love  had,  like  the  canker-worm, 

Consum*d  her  early  prime  : 
The  rose  grew  pale,  and  left  her  cheek  ; 

She  dy'd  before  her  time. 

"  Awake  \^  she  cry'd,  ''  thy  true-love  calls^ 
Come  from  her  midnight  grave ; 

Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid^ 
Thy  love  refus'd  to  save. 

^  This  is  the  dark  and  dreary  hour. 
When  injured  ghosts  complain ; 

Now  yawning  graves  give  up  their  dead. 
To  haunt  the  faithless  swain. 

''  Bethink  thee,  WiDiam,  of  thy  fault. 
Thy  pledge,  and  broken  oath  : 

And  give  me  back  my  maiden  vow. 
And  give  me  back  my  troth. 

^  Why  did  you  promise  love  to  me. 

And  not  that  promise  keep  ? 
Why  did  you  swear  mine  eyes  were  bright. 

Yet  leave  those  eyes  to  weep  ? 

^'  How  could  you  say  my  face  was  fair. 

And  yet  that  face  forsake  ? 
How  could  you  win  my  virgin  heart. 

Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  i 
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^*  Why  did  you  say  my  lip  was  sw;^^ 

And  made  the  scarlet  pale  \ 
An^  why  did  I^  young  witless  o^id^ 

Believe  the  flatt'iring  tale  ? 

"  That  face^  ajas  !  no  more  is  fair ; 

These  lips  no  long^  red  ; 
Dark  are  my  eyes,  now  clos'd  iiji  death. 

And  ev'ry  cha^m  is  fle^. 

^'  The  l^ungry  worm  my  sister  is; 

This  winding  sheet  \  wear ; 
And  cold  and  we^];y  lasts  our  nighty 

'Till  the  l^^st  inorn  £^ppear. 

'^  But  hcuk  i  th^.cock  h^  ^9^*d  me  he^oe! 

A  long  and  last  adieu  ! 
Come  seCjt  f^lsc  man>  \^\i  low  sl^e  lies> 

Who  dy'd  for  love  of  you." 

The  lark  s^ung  loud ;  the  (^oroing  6Qu1'<|| 

With  beams  of  ro^y  red  : 
Pale  William  shook  in  ev'ry  lim^^ 

And,  raving,  left  his  bed. 

He  }>y'd  him  to  the  fatal  place. 

Where  Margaret  s  body  lay ; 
And  sfretcb'd  him  on  the  grass-greea  turii 

That  wrapt  her  fereaUilpss  clay. 
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And  thrice  he  calFd  on  Margaret's  name. 

And  thrice  he  we()t  full  sore ; 
And  laid  his  cheek  to  her  cold  grave^ 

And  word  spake  never  more. 

MalUi. 


DDE  TO  THE  HARP. 

AwAlfi:&y  Q  Hirp !  knd  sooth  itiy  gon). 

Ah  !  Mudl  I  ileed  i*eli^f : 
Thy  Haleyoti  sound  i:an  pain  control^ 
ABdhtisd  th^  i^torttl  <^f  grief. 

Atig^iic  hi^per  devised  thy  fratxie^ 
*   Pence  wrbtigbt  thy  golden  strings^ 
Bright  mpture  iong  shall  hle^s  thy  name, 
•  A&d  It&altb^  ^Uh  purple  tvings. 

Wrapt  id  *rliri«itt  s^eet,  I  dwell 

On  th}";  Seraphic,  strain. 

For  bie  a  Heiiv-nly  charmitig  dpell 

Tliy  living  chords  cont£lin. 

MS. 
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HYMN 

Compoitd  ktf  Dr.  HawkesworiA  a  m&nih  before  his  death, 
in  177 3 f  and  dictated  by  km  to  hit  •miff. 

JLk  sleep's  serene  oblivion  Iaid> 

I  safely  past  the  silent  night; 
At  once  I  see  the  breaking  shade. 

And  drink  again  the  momipg  light* 

New  bom— rl  bless  the  waking  hour. 
Once  more,  with  awe,  rejoice  to  be  ; 

My  conscious  soul  resumes  tier  power. 
And  springs,  my  gracious  God,  to  thee. 

Oh  \  guide  me  through  the  various  maze 
My  doubtful  feet  are  doom'd  to  tread  ; 

And  spread  thy  shield's  protecting  blaze 
When  dangers  press  around  my  head. 

A  deeper  shade  will  soon  impend, 
A  deeper  sleep  my  eyes  oppress ; 

Yet  still  thy  strength  shall  me  defend. 
Thy  goodness  still  shall  deign  to  bless. 

That  deeper  shade  shall  fade  away. 
That  deeper  sleep  shall  leave  my  eyes ; 

Thy  light  shall  give  eternal  day ! 
Thy  love  the  rapture  of  the  skies ! 
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VERSES 

ON  BEVISITING  THB  BANKS  OF  THE  TKENT^ 

J/ter  a  long  absence  in  London* 

Ye  clear  crystal  streams  ia  murmers  soft  flowing, 
Oa  whose  batiks  I  have  wander'd  to  welcome  the  day. 

Ere  the  sun  in  the  east^  with  radiance  mild  glowing^ 
Has  ting'd  the  hill  top  with  his  all-cheering  ray. 

Enraptur'd  I  view  the  gay  prospects  returning. 
Which  ofjten  in  youth's  early  season  I  knew ; 

When  accomplished  jny  task,  and  for  liberty  burning. 
With  what  eager  delight  and  wild  transport  I  flew  J 

Alas !  since  that  day,  how  often  in  sorrow 

Has  my  heart  .sigh'd  for  peace  in  the  crowd  of  the  town ; 
Still  counting  the  days,  in  hopes  that  to-morrow 

Would  repay  all  my  cares,  and  my  wishes  still  crown, 

Hope  lent  her  fond  aid,  and  induced  me  to  wander 
In  the  mazes  and  bustle  of  life's  busy  train. 

Where,  regardless  of  fame,  or  th'  allurements  of  grandeur^ 
I  sigh'd  for  content,  but  alas !  sigh'd  in  yain. 

Long  protracted  the  day  that  brought  the  wish'd  treasure^ 
And  youth's  Imry  prospects,  alas!  were  no  more ; 

Yet  still,  in  retirement,  I  sigh  for  that  pleasure 
Which  these  tranquil  scenes  alone  can  restore. 

£  E  2 
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Then  flow,  ciystal  Trent — ^whilst  a  stranger  to  grandeur^ 
And  health,  rosy  health,  my  companion  alone. 

By  thy  sweet  winding  stream  delighted  I'll  wander,. 
Nor  heave  a  food  aigh  to  the  daya  that  are  gone. 

C.S. 


A  MORNING  WALK. 

^T  Hi^N  vemal  airs,  andopViing  flowers. 
Regale  di€j  sense  and  charm  the  sight ; 

When  Spring  kads  on. t|ie  lauglung  hours> 
Amd  rap]tuir-  wakes  Xo  n^wt  delight : 

At  early  dawo  i  rna^o^  stray. 

Ere  Phoebus,  gilds  the  village  spire^ 
Transported,  hail  tberrising  day. 

And  gitatefttl  tune  the  jui»l  lyre.  . 

How"  sweet,  how  copl,  th^  pa^ipg  gale ! 

How  clear,  how  bright,  the. mtii'muring  stream! 
What  blended  sweats  adorn  the  vale. 

Fresh  opening  to  the  monii9g  beam ! 

The  swallow,  welcome  guest !  retum'd 
From  foreign  climes,  by  instinct  led, 
(Alas  !  how  oft  in  absence  mourn*d). 
Thrice  welcome  to  my  humble  shed. 
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The  stock-doye  with  his  pensive  note 
RespoDsive  fills  the  neighhVing  grove^ 

The  blackbird  from  his  mellow  throat 
Poiirs  loud  and  sweet  the  sbng'bf  love. 

The  clam'rous  lapwing's  jdaintivd  tnoan, 

The  cawing  rooky  aYid  prating  jay; 
Discordant  oft  when  heard  alone^ 
.     Now  pleasing  fill  the  grateful  lay. 

The  dew-drops  tremble  on  the  thom^ 
The  shadowy  mist  retires  apace. 

Soft  blu^es  deck  the  smiling  morn. 
And  Sol  begins  his  glorious  race. 

Low  in  the  horizon^  behold ! 

The  parting  clouds  his  rise  proclsum. 
The  sky,  now  ting'd  with  beaming  gold. 

Now  glowing  with  a  brighter  flame. 

What  mjrriads  croud  the  gladsome  beam 
Soft  glancing  thro'  the  parting  grove. 
Flaunt  in  the  air,  or  skim  the  stream, 
«-  By  pleasure  led,  or  sportive  love! 

Where'er  I  turn,  whate'er  I  see. 

That  roves  the  plain,  or  wings  the  air. 

Tunes  a  loud  song- of  praise  to  th^  ! 
-G&EAT  CAu8E>  of  all  this  scene  so  fair! 
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Shall  man  aloDe^  then  mute  remain. 
When  all  creation  hymns  thy  praise? 

Shall  he  not  join  the  choral  strain. 
And,  grateful,  pour  his  fervent  lays  i 

Oh  yes !  my  soul,  awalce !  arise ! 

Strike  loud  and  full  the  trembling  string. 
To  pay  thy  early  sacrifice 

To  Heaven's  almighty  bounteous  King. 

Catch,  catch,  ye  gales,  the  grateful  sound. 
All  meaner  earth-born  thoughts  depart ; 

Oh !  in  my  pray'r  may  still  be  found 
The  incense  of  a  humble  heart ! 

C.S. 


THE  SEAT  OF  WAR  ON  A  FAN. 

With  small,  or  no  propriety,  my  fair, 
A  map  of  warring  Germany  you  blear ; 
Let  me  a  picture  much  more  fit  impart. 
Wear  rather  on  your  fan— a  lover's  heart : 
To  speak  the  meaning,  let  it  bleed  and  flame, 
And  underneath  it  write  the  wretch's  name ; 
The  title  then  will  suit  you  better  far, 
A  lover's  heart  indeed's  a  Seat  of  War, 
War,  which  you  quickly  can  command  to  cease. 
Just  tell  him  that  you  love— and  all  is  peace. 
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DEATH'S  FINAL  CONQUEST. 

« 

XHE  glories  of  our  birth  and  state 

Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things ; 
There  is  no  armour  against  fate: 
Death  lays  his  icy  hand  on  kings : 
Sceptre  and  crown 
Must  tumble  down. 
And,  in  the  dust,  be  equal  made 
With  the  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade. 

Some  men  with  swords  may  reap  the  field/ 

And  plant  fresh  laurels  where  they  kill : 
But  their  strong  nerves  at  last  must  yield ; 
They  tame  but  one  another  still: 
Early  or  late 
They  stoop  to  fate. 
And  must  give  up  their  murm'ring  breath. 
When  tliey,  pale  captives,  creep  to  death. 

The  garlands  wither  on  your  brow. 

Then  boast  no  more  your  mighty  deeds; 
Upon  Death's  purple  altar  now 

See  where  the  victor  victim  bleeds : 
All  heads  must  coriie 
To  the  cold  tomb. 
Only  the  actions  of  the  just 
Smell  sweet|  and  blossom  in  the  dust 

Fercy*$  Retinues. 
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AN  INSCRIFflON. 


Strangek^  that,  with  careless  feet^ 
Wand'rest  near  this  green  ictreat. 
Where,  through  gentle  bendhig  slopes^ 
Soft  the  distaqt  prospect  opes; 

Where  the  fern,  in  fringed  pridcj 
Decks  the  lonely  valley's  side ; 
Where  the  Unnet  chirps  bis  song, 
Flittkig  .BA  thou  iread^st  along ; '  - 

Know,  whenenow thy  footsteps  pass. 
O'er  the^bending  tufts  of  gtass. 
Bright  gleamiqg  through  th'  ^circling  wood. 
Once  a  ^aiad  woWd  her  flood ; 

If  her  urn,  unknown  to  fame, 
PourM  no  far  extended  stream. 
Yet  along  its  grassy  side 
Clear  and  constant  flow'd  the  tide. 
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Grateful  for  the  trihute  paid. 
Lordly  Mersey Jov'd' the  maid; 
Yonder  rocks  still  mark  the  place 
Where  she  met^his  0tetn  embrace* 
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Stranger^  curious^  would'st  thou  leara 
Why  she  mourns  her  wasted  urn  ? 
Sqqn  s,  short  and  simple  verse 
Shall  her  hapless  fate  rehearse: 

Ere  yon  neighbVing  spires  arose^ 
That  the  upland  prospect  close ; 
Or  ere  along  the  startled  shore 
Echo'd  ioud .  the  cahnoKis  roar ; 

Once  the  maid^  in  Summer's  heat^ 
Careless  left  her  cool  retreat, 
And^  by  sultry  suns  opprest. 
Laid  her  weary  limbs  to  rest ; 

Forgetful  of  her  daily  toil. 

To  trace  each  tract  of  humid  soil ; 

From  dews  and  bounteous  show'rs  to  bring 

The  limpid,  treasures  of  her  spring : 

Enfeebl^  by  the  scorching  ray. 
She  slept  the  sultry  hours  away ; 
J^d,  when  she  op'd  her  languid  eye^ 
Found  her  silver  um  ^was  dry* 

Heedless  str«mger,  who  so  long 
Hast  listen*^  to  an  idle  song, 
Whiktitrifles  thus  thy  notice  share. 
Hast  thou  no  urn  that  asks  thy  care? 

Roscock 
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LADY  CARLISLE'S  ANSWER 

TO  MRS.  GREVILLe's   '' ODE  TO  INDIFFERENCE/ 


Is  that  your  wish^  to  lose  all  sense 

In  dull  lethargic  ease^ 
And>  wrapt  in  cold  indiiTerence, 

But  half  be  pleas*d^  or  please  i 

If  dictated  by  deep  despair. 

You  all  our  pity  claim ; 
If  not^  'tis  sure  the  strangest  wish 

That  woman  e'er  did  frame. 

Who  can  decide  'twixt  you  and  me? 

There's  no  disputing  taste : 
But  this  I  know,  we  disagree 

As  wide  as  east  from  west. 

Inferior  far  my  power  to  please. 

If  all  I've  heard  be  true ; 
Yet  beats  my  heart  for  more  than  ease. 

And  cannot  pray  with  you. 

It  never  shall  be  my  desire. 

To  bear  a  heart  unmov'd. 
To  feel  by  halves  the  gen'rous  fire^ 

Or  be  but  half  belov'd* 
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Let  me  drink  deep  the  dang'rous  cup. 

In  hopes  the  prize  to  gain^ 
Nor  tamely  give  the  pleasure  up. 

For  fear  to  share  the  pain. 

If  languid  ease  they  cannot  know. 
Who  have  not  hearts  of  steel ; 

Yet  height  of  bliss,  as  well  a^  woe. 
They  must  alternate  feel. 

This  the  partition  made  by  fate : 
Oh  !  take  them  both  together ; 

And  know  that,  in  this  chequer'd  state. 
The  one  is  wortli  the  other. 

Give  me,  whatever  I  possess. 

To  know,  and  feel  it  all. 
When  youth  and  love  no  more  can  bless, 
liCt  death  obey  my  call. 

Or  turn  my  senses  then  to  stone : 

Let  cold  indifF'rence  live; 
But  bring  her  not  till  youth  is  flown. 

And  all  that  love  can  give. 

Too  soon,  alas !  that  torpid  state 

Benumbing  age  will  bring : 
I  would  not  rashly  tempt  my  fate, 
.  To  blast  the  present  spring. 
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SONG. 


I  vR«]t>ain*d  thro'  many  a  wearied  rouad^ 

And;wander*d  east  and  west. 
Pleasure  in  ev'iy  cUme  I  found. 

But  sought  in  vain  for  rest. 

While  glory  sighs  for  other  spheres/ 

I  feel  that  one's  too  wide. 
And  this,  a  home  which  love  endears. 

Were  worth  the  world  beside. 

The  needle  thus  t^o  rudely  mov'd. 

Wanders,  ynconscious  where. 
Till,  having  founds  ^the  place  it  lov'd. 

It,  trembling,,  settles  there. 

MS. 


EPIGRAM. 

r^o  wonder  that  Oxford  and  Cambridge  profound 
In  learning  and  science  so  greatly  abound,r 
When  all  carry  tliither. a.  little  each  day. 
And  we  meet  with  so,  £^  who,  bring  it  away. 
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ODE  TO  LEVEN  WATER. 

On  Leven's  banks,  while  free  to  rove, 
And  tune  the  rural  pipe  to  love, 
I  envy'd  not  the  happiest  swain 
That  ever  trod  th'  Arcadian  plain. 

Pure  streani!  in- whose  transparent  wave 
My  youthful  limbs  I  wont  id  lave ; 
No  torrents  stain  thy  limpid  source. 
No  rocks  impede  thy  dimpling  course. 
That  ^e^tly  warbles  o'er  ib  bed. 
With  white,  round,  polish'd  pebbles  spread; 
While>  Itghlly  pois'd,  the  sqaly  brood 
In  myriads  cleave  the  crystal  flood  : 
The  springing  trciut,  in  speckled  pride ; 
The  salmon,  monarch  of  the  tide ; 
The  ruthless  pike,  intent  on  war ; 
The  silver  eel,  and  mottled  par. 
Devolving  from  thy  parent  lake, 
A  charming  maze  thy  watcrfe  make. 
By  bow'rs  of  birch,  and  groves  of  pine. 
And  hedges  flower'd  with  eglantine. 

Still  on  thy  banks,  so  gaily  green. 
May  numVous  herds  and  flocks  be  seen ; 
And  lasses  chaunting  o'er  the  pail ; 
And  shepherds  piping  in  the  dale ; 
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And  ancient  faith  that  knows  no  guile  ; 
And  industry  erabrown*d  with  toil ; 
And  hearts  resolv'd,  and  hands  prepare. 
The  blessings  they  enjoy  to  guard ! 


ELEGY 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    R.    BUBN9^ 

Tht  Scottish  Fact. 

jRear  high  thy  bleak  majestic  hills. 

Thy  sbelter'd  vallies  proudly  spread. 
And,  Scotia,  pour  thy  thousand  rills. 

And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red ! 
But^  ah  !  what  }x>et  now  shall  tread 

Thy  airy  heights,  thy  woodland  reign. 
Since  he,  the  sweetest  bard,  is  dead. 

That  ever  breath'd  the  soothing  strjain  i 


As  green  thy  tow'ring  pines  may  grow. 

As  clear  thy  streams  may  speed  along. 
As  bright  thy  summer  suns  may  glow. 

And  wake  again  thy  feath'ry  throng : 
But  now  unheeded  is  my  song. 

And  dull  and  lifeless  all  around : 
For  his  wild  harp  lies  dl  unstrung — 

And  cold  the  hand  that  wak*d  its  sonnd ! 
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What  tho'  thy  vigorous  offspring  rise> 

In  arts,  in  arms,  thy  sons  excel ; 
Though  beauty  in  thy  daughters*  eyes. 

And  health  in  ev'ry  feature  dwell. 
Yet,  who  shall  now  tlieir  praises  tell. 

In  strains  empassion'd,  fond,  and  free^ 
Since  he  no  more  the  song  shall  swell 

To  love,  and  liberty,  and  thee. 


With  step-dame  eye,  and  frown  severe. 

His  hapless  youth  why  didst  thou  view  i 
For  all  thy  joys  to  him  were  dear. 

And  all  his  vows  to  thee  were  due : 
Nor  greater  bliss  his  bosom  knew. 

In  hopeful  youth's  delightful  prime^ 
Than  when  thy  fav'ring  ear  he  drew 

To  listen  to  his  chaunted  rhyme  1 


Thy  lonely  wastes,  and  frowning  skies. 

To  him  were  all  with  rapture  fraught; 
He  heard  with  joy  the  tempest  rise 

That  wak'd  him  to  sublimer  thought : 
And  oft  thy  winding  dells  he  sought. 

Where  wild-flow  Vs  pourVl  their  sweet  perfume^ 
And,  with  sincere  devotion,  brought 

To  thee  the  summer^  earliest  bloom. 


432 

But  ah !  no  fond  maternal  smile 

His  unprotected  youth  enjoyed ; 
His  limbs  inuir'd  to  early  toil. 

His  days  with  early  hardships  try'd ! 
And^  more  to  mark  the  gloomy  void^ 

And  bid  him  feel  his  misery^ 
Before  his  infant  eyes  would  glid^ 

Day-dreams  of  immortality* 


Yet,  not  by  cold  neglect  deprest. 

With  sinewy  arm  hfe  lum'd  the  soil. 
Sunk  with  the  ev'riirig  sun  to  rest. 

And  met  at  morn  his  earliest  smile ! 
Wak'd  by  his  rustic  pipe>  meanwhile. 

The  powers  of  fancy  cislme  along. 
And  sooth'd  his  lengthened  hours  of  toil 

With  native  wit,  and  sprightly  song! 


Ah !  days  of  bUfek  too  swiftly  fled }    . 

Whipn  vigorous  health  from  labour  springs. 
And  bland  contentment  stnooths  the  bed. 

And* sleep  his  ready  opiate  brings; 
And,  hovring  roufnd  on  airy  wings. 

Float  the  light  fbnfis  of  young  desire. 
That  of  unutterable  things  ' 

The  soft  and  shadowy  hope  inspire ! 
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Now  spdb  of  raightier  pQw!r  p?f  pa?e ; 

Bid  brightpx  phantoms  roun4  V\^  <iance; 
Let  flatt^iy  spread  h^r  v,iewles9  snare^ 

And  fame  attract  bis  yagrant  glance ; 
Let  sprighitly  pleasure  too  a^Y^nce, 

Unveil'd  her  eyes,  unclasp-d  h^er  zon^, 
TiU,  lost  in  loye's  delicious  trance> 

He  scpm'd  Ib^  joys  his  youth  b«^i  known  I 


Let  friendship  pour  its  brightest;  l>]aze^  *  :■■ 

Expanding  all  the  blooip  of  soul ; 
And  miith  cpncentre  all  her  rays. 

And  point  th^m  from  the  ^ar^Ung  bowl; 
And  let  the  c^r^less  mqnients  roll 

In  socia|,p)fta$urj^s  uncqn|io'd ; 
And  confidence,  that  spurqs  coptfol. 

Unlock  :t^  ittrnqst  spripgs  pf  min(| : 


Andjtead, his  .sti^s  thQ?!^  W^'rs  among. 

Where  elpga^cje  )v|t)>.spli^ndquf  yies. 
Or  science  bids  Jier  favi>ififd  thfrpog 

To  mqr^.r^Md  s^s^lRn?  we ; 
Beyond  the  gjB^^ajjitJs  bumb^.Q  jffys. 

And,  freed  frpfl^  )^ach  laborious  strife. 
There  let  hi|9^  lear^.  the  J>)is^  tp  pri^e 

That  wait;s  thj?  spi^s  pf  poHsl)i']^  life ! 

2  F 
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Tben^  whilst  bis  throbbing  veins  beat  high 

With  ev'ry  impulse  of  delight, 
Dash'd  from  his  lips  the  cup  of  joy — 

And  shroud  the  scene  in  shades  of  night ! 
Then  let  despair,  with  wizard  light. 

Disclose  the  yawning  gulph  below. 
And  pour  incessant  on  his  sight 

Her  spectred  ills^  and  shapes  of  woe ! 


And  shew,  beneath  a  cheeriess  shed. 

With  sorrowing  heart,  and  streaming  eyes. 
In  silent  grief  where  droops  her  head — 

The  partner  of  his  early  joys } 
And  let  his  infants'  tender  cries. 

His  fond  paternal  succour  claim. 
And  bid  him  hear  in  agonies 

A  husband's  and  a  father's  name ! 


"Ks  done — the  powerful  charm  succeeds; 

His  high  reluctant  spirit  bends  ; 
In  bitterness  of  soul  he  bleeds,  ^ 

Nor  longer  with  his  fate  contends  ! 
An  ideot-laugh  the  welkin  rends. 

As  genius  thus  degraded  lies. 
Till  pitying  heav'n  the  veil  extends 

That  shrouds  the  poet's  ardent  eyes ! 
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Rear  high  thy  bleak  majestic  hills. 

Thy  shelter'd  vallies  proudly  spread. 
And,  Scotia,  pour  thy  thqusand  riljs. 

And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red ! 
But  never  more  shall  poet  tread 

Thy  airy  hteights,  thy  woodland  reign. 
Since  he,  the  sweetest  bard,  is  dead. 

That  ever  breath'd  the  soothing  strain. 


A  COURT  AUDIENCE. 


Old  South,  a  witty  churchman  reckon^. 
Was  preaching  once  to  Charles  the  Second, 
But  much  too  serious  for  a  court 
Who  at  all  preaching  made  a  sport : 
He  soon  perceiv'd  his  audience  nod. 
Deaf  to  the  zealous  man  of  God ! 
The  doctor  stopped  ;  began  to  call, 
'^  Pray  'wake  the  Earl  of  Lauderdale ! 
My  Lord  !  why  'tis  a  monstrous  thing ! 
You  snore  so  loud — ^you'll  'wake  the  King!" 

2  F  a 
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TO  THE  MAY  FLY. 


Pooa  insect!  what  a  little  day 

Of  sunny  bibs  is  thine! 
And  yet  tliow  spread'st  thy  light  wing«  gay. 

And  bids't  them,  spreading^  shine  I 

Thou  humm'st  thy  short,  and  busy  tune. 

Unmindful  of  the  blast ; 
And,  careless,  while  'tis  burning  noon. 

How  s)fi>rt  th^Mi-noon  is  past! 

A  show'r  would  lay  thy  beauty  low. 

The  dew  of  twilight  be 
The  torrent  of  thy  overthrow-^ 

Thy  storm  hf  destiny  I  ■     ■ ' 

Then  spread  t))y  little  fining  wiog ; 

Hum  on  tShj^  bnsy  lay ; 
For,  man,  like  iJiee,  has  but  l^s  sprmg-^ 

like  &ine,  it  fedes  awfiy ! 
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THE  FEMALE  PHATTLER. 


jFrom  mom  ito  night,  tfom'it^^ ix>  day, 

A<  -all  times,  and  an  ev'iy  pbioe. 
You  scold,  repeat,  and  sing,  and  say^ 

Nor  «ure  Irbere  hopes  ytodiUI  ever  oeas^* 

Forbeift:,  my  Fannia !  K>h,  foiboor ! 

Jf  yom*  ow*i  bealth  GT'Ofare  yon  ^iae^ 
For  all  mankind,  that  bear  yoa,  swear       ' 

.Veur  tongn^is^ttoiie  killing  than  y/mi  eyes. 

Your  tongue-^  ^a  tUfaitor  Ao  your  imae^ 

Your.  ticaUrs  by  i^our  «8Vil  mwsa  tobscar'd ; 

All  are  distvacted  while  ^beysga^e. 
But  if  they  liste^i,  9ooda  tare  our'd. 

Your  sUoBOCi^ottld  <acqui]*e  laoire  praise 
'Than  4iU  'Jron  say,  or  all  you  write  ; 

Qiie>4<9dktQn  thousand  dharmsdiiiplttys; 
Tbto  buth !  ^nd  he  «n»tnigel<Mi)iiite. 

Anonymous^ 
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A  WISH. 


AliNE  be  a  cot,  beside  the  hiil, 

A  bee-hive*s  hum  shall  sooth  my  ear ; 

A  willowy  brook  that  turns  a  miU 
With  many  a  fall,  shall  linger  near. 

The  swallow,  ofit,  beneath  my  thatch. 
Shall  twitter  from  her  clay-built  nest ; 

Oft  shall  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch. 
And  share  my  meal,  a  welcome  guest. 

Around  my  ivied  porch  shall  spring 

Each  fragrant  flow'r  that  drinks  the  dew; 

And  Lucy  at  her  wheel  shall  sing. 
In  russet  gown  and  apron  blue. 

The  village  church,  among  the  trees 

Where  first  our  marriage  voi^s  were  giv'n. 

Where  merry  peals  shall  swell  the  breeze. 
And  point  with  taper  spire  to  heav'n. 

Rogers, 
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LAURA. 

JL HiNK  not^  while  gayer  swains  iavitc 
Thy  feet,  dear  girl,  to  pleasure's  bow  rs. 

My  faded  form  shall  meet  thy  sight. 
And  cloud  my  Laura's  smiling  hours. 

TboQ  art  the  world's  delighted  guest. 
And  all  the  young  admire  is  thine ; 

Then  1*11  not  wound  thy  gentle  breast^ 
By  numbering  o  er  the  wounds  of  mine. 

I  will  not  say,  how  well,  how  long. 
This  faithful  heart  has  sigh'd  for  thee. 

But  leave  thee  happier  swains  among. 
Content,  if  thou  contented  be. 

But,  Laura,  should  misfortune's  wand 
Bid  all  thy  youth's  gay  vision  fly, 

From  thy  soft  cheek  the  rose  command. 
And  force  the  lustre  from  thine  eye ; 

Then,  thoughtless  of  my  own  distress, 
ni  haste  thy  comfoher  to  prove: 

And  Laura  shall  vay  friendship  bless, 
Although,  alas !  she  scorns  my  love. 

Mrik  Opie» 
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SLEGV 
in  imitation  of  tibulltjs. 

▼T  HElkte  «k)w  are  ^11  my  flatt'ring  drei^Rliis  df  joy? 

Monimia^  give  my  soul  het  wonted  fest\ 
Since  first  thy  beauty  fix'd  my  roving  eye, 

Heart^knawing  cares  coh^ode  my  pe^ive  breast. 

Let  happy  lovers  fly  where  ipleasures  c«ill> 
Withifestive  souls  beguile  the  fi'eeting  hour^ 

Lead  bcJAuty  thro'  the  tnazes  of  the  baD, 
Or  ptesa  her  wanton  in  lovie's  roseate  bow'r. 

For  me,  no  more  VA  rwDtge  th'  empiW^^d  ttiiad, 
Wh^are  fancy  paints  the  glimm'ring  ^per  blue. 

Where  d&iftips  hang  m'ould'ring  oti  the  ivyM  wall. 
And  sheeted  ghosts  Viritik  >slp  the  toJdright  dew. 

There,  leagti'd  Vith  hopeless  anguish  arid  ide^air, 
Awhile  in  silence  o*er  niy  fate  repine ': 

Then-,  with  a  l6ng  ferewell  to  tc^ve  atid  cares, 
To  idndi^ed  dust  wiy  weary  limbs  reslgu. 

Wilt  thou^,  Mdnitfrta,  i^dd  a  ]^\ciotis  tear 
On  the  coW  jgfave  vrtiere  all  my  Sorrows  rest  f 

Strew  vernal  flowV?,  applaud  my  l6ve  smceite. 
And  bid  th^  turf  tie  ea*y  on  my  breast  f. 

•  SmolUt 


EPITAPH 

ON    A   rOOR,   fiUT    HOKEST    MAN. 

STbt*,  iteader,  here,  and  dei^n  a  look 

At  on6  wtthout  a  name, 
ife'er  diter'd  ih  tlie  ample  book 

Of  fortune- oi*  of  feme. 

%Stti(!l*6'as  6fT*ftce,  tie  hotted  strife. 
Meek  virtues  fill'd  his  breast; 

His  coat  of  arms>  a  -spotless  life, 
Aft  bohest  heart  his  ti^t. 

^QiiarterVi  therewith  %as  innocence 'j 

And  ttius  his  mott}6  rah : 
A'cOnscidice  void  of  all  offence, 

Bfefoife  both  God  andiAin. 

In  the  -gfrcat  d^y  of  wrkA-,  thtf  ptWe 

Now  i^corhs  his  "pfedygree, 
Thousatfds  a^fll  ^i^  theyM  b^eh  ^ly'd 

To^JSs  great  family. 

Anonymous, 
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THE  MODERN  PATRIOT. 

Rebellion  is  my  theme  all  day; 

I  only  wish  'twould  come 
(As  who  knows  but  perhaps  it  mayf) 

A  little  nearer  home. 

Yon  roaring  boys^  who  rave  and  fight 
On  t'other  side  th'  Atlantic^ 

I  always  held  them  iti  the  rights 
But  most  so  when  most  frantic. 

When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  court. 
That  nian  shall  be  my  toast^ 

If  breaking  windows  be  the  sporty 
Who  bravely  breaks  the  most. 

But  oh!  for  him  my  fancy  culls 
The  choicest  flow'rs  she  bears. 

Who,  constitutionally,  pulls 
Your  house  about  your  ears. 

Such  civil  broils  are  my  delight ; 

Though  some  folks  can't  endure  *em. 
Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright. 

And  that  a  rope  must  cure  'em. 


I 
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A  rope !  I  wish  we  patriots  had 

Such  strings  for  all  who  need  'em — 

What!  hang  a  man  for  going  mad? 
Then  farewell  British  freedom. 

Cvwper. 


ODE  TO  WISDOM. 


Jlhe  solitary  bird  of  night 

Thro'  the  pale  shades  now  wings  his  flight. 

And  quits  the  time-shook  tow'r. 
Where,  shelter'd  from  the  blaze  of  day. 
In  philosophic  gloom  he  lay. 

Beneath  his  ivy  bow'r. 

With  joy  I  hear  the  solemn  sound. 
Which  midnight  echoes  waft  around. 

And  sighing  gales  repeat : 
Fav'rite  of  Pallas !  I  attend. 
And,  faithful  to  thy  summons,  bend 

At  Wisdom*3  awful  seat. 


She  loves  the  cool,  the  silent  ev't;. 
Where  no  false  shows  of  life  deceive^ 

Beneath  the  lunar  ray : 
Here  folly  drops  each  vain  disguise, 
Kor  sports  her  gaily  coloured  dyes^ 

As  in  the  glare  of  day. 


O  Pallas!  queen 'of'^Yy  art, 

'*  That  glads  the  sense,  or  mends  the  heart/ 

Blest  source  of  purer  joys ; 
In  evVy  form  of  beauty  bright. 
That  capUv^tes  the  i^eAtacl  ^^t 

With  pleasure  and  suiprise ; 


To  thy  unspotH^  yhSfte  I  h»^, 
Assist  l!hy  ttiO(Se?(t  i^tfppliarft's  v^\^. 

That  breafth^  •d6  ml'd  "desfires ; 
Brit,  •taught  hy  thy  'tf nerring  rules. 
To  shun  the  fruitless  wi^h  of  Ifodfe, 

To  nobler  views  asph^. 

Not  fortttfife^B  gcfm,  ahftbWbh's  ^Itttote, 
Nor HOythtt-ea^s  faktwHg  bktotti. 

Be  objects  of  Ay  prii^er : 
Let  av'rice,  vaftfty,  aiid[ifri^e, 
Those'g!?tt'ring  envied  Ifoys- divide. 

The  dull  r^fljrd^  *6f-^re. 
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To  me  thy  better  gifts  impart. 
Each  moral  beauty  of  the  heart. 
By  studious  thought  refin'cl ; 
For  wealth,  the  smiles  of  glad  content. 
For  pow^r,  its  amplest,  best  "extent. 
An  empire  o'er  my  mind. 

When  fertime  drops  her  gay  parade. 
When  pleasure's  transient  roses  fade 

And  wither  in  the  tomb ; 
Unchang'd  is  thy  immortal  prize. 
Thy  evei*- verdant  laurels  rise 

In  undecaying  bloom. 

By  thae  protected,  I  defy 

The  coxcomb's  sneer,  the  stupid  lie 

Of  ignorance  and  spite ; 
Alike  contemn  the  leaden  fool> 
And  all  the  pointed  ridicule 

Of  undiscernifig  wit* 

From  envy,  hurry,  noise,  and  strife. 
The  dull  impertinejice  of  life. 

In  thy  retreat  1  rest ; 
Pursue  thee  to  ikij  peaceful  grevee. 
Where  Fl^to!§  saered  spirit  roveB, 

In  all  thy  graces  df  est. 


446 

He  bids  Disus'  tuneful  stream 
Convey  the  philosophic  theme 

Of  perfect,  fair,  and  good ; 
Attentive  Athens  caught  the  sounds 
And  all  her  list'ning  sons  around 

In  awful  silence  stood. 


Reclaim'd,  her  wild  licentious  youth 
Confest  the  potent  voice  of  truths       ^ 

And  felt  its  just  control ; 
The  passions  ceas'd  their  loud  alarms. 
And  virtue^s  soft  persuasive  charms 

O'er  all  their  senses  stole. 


Thy  breath  inspires  the  poet's  song. 
The  patriot's  free  unbiased  tongue^ 

The  hero's  gen'rous  strife ; 
Thine  are  retirement's  silent  joys. 
And  all  the  sweet  endearing  ties 

Of  still  domestic  life. 

No  more  to  fabled  names  confiq'd. 
To  thee,  supreme  all-perfect  mind. 

My  thoughts  direct  iheir  flight: 
Wisdom's  thy  gift,  and  all  her  force 
From  thee  deriv'd,  unchanging  source 

Of  interlectual  light. 
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O  send  her  sure,  her  steady  ray. 
To  regulate  my  doubtful  way. 

Through  life's  perplexing  road  ; 
The  mists  of  error  to  control. 
And  through  its  gloom  direct  my  soul 

To  happiness  and  good  ! 

Beneath  her  clear  discerning  eye 
The  visionary  shadows  fly 

Of  folly's  painted  show  ; 
She  sees,  thro'  ev'ry  faii^  disguise. 
That  all,  but  virtue^s  solid  joys. 

Are  vanity  arid  woe. 

Miss  Carter, 


TRUE  BENEVOLENCE, 


The  other  day,  says  Ned  to  Joe, 
(Ned  Bedlam's  confines  groping) 

**  Whene'er  I  hear  the  cries  of  woe 
My  hand  is  always  open." 

"  I  own,'*  says  Joe,  ''that,  to  the  poor 

(You  prove  it  ev'ry  minute) 
Your  hand  is  opfen,  to  be  sure ; 

But,  then,  there's  nothing  in  it.'^ 

Anonymous^ 
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ODE  TO  PEACE. 

Come,  peace  of  mind,  delightful  guest. 
Return  and  make  thy  downy  nest 

Once  more  in  this  sad  heart ! 
Nor  riches  I  nor  power  pursue. 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joys  in  view  ; 

We  therefore  need  not  part. 

Where  wilt  thou  dwell,  if  not  with  me. 
From  av'rice  and  ambition  free. 

And  pleasure's  fatal  wiles  ? 
For  whom,  alas !  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets  that  I  w^as  wont  to  share. 

The  banquet  of  thy  smiles  ? 

The  great,  the  gay,  shall  they  partake 
The  hea/ji  tb^t  jhpu  ^one  cQtpg^t  make? 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  stream. 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead. 
The  ^pve,  wd  the  aeqiiester'd  sb^^ 

^o  be  9  gUjssJ^  with  them  ? 

For  thee  I  fm.t&i,  thee  hfii^d. 
For  thee  I  gladly  sacrific'd 

Whatever  I  loyy,  before ; 
And  shall  I  see  thee  star<t  away> 
And,  helpless,  hopeless^  hear  thee  say-r 

Farjewell !  ve  meet  up  ippue  ? 

Cowper* 
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THE  SHRUBBERY. 

WBITTEN  IN  A  TIME  OF  AFFLICTION. 

Oh^  happy  shades^  to  me  unblest ! 

Friendly  to  peace,  but  not  to  me ! 
How  ill  the  scene  that  offers  rest. 

And  heart  that  cannot  rest,  agree ! 

This  glassy  stream,  that  spreading  pine^ 
Those  alders,  quiv'ring  to  the  breeze. 

Might  sooth  a  soul  less  hurt  than  mine> 
And  please,  if  any  thing  could  please. 

But  fix'd  unalterable  care 

Foregoes  not  what  she  feels  within. 
Shows  the  same  sadness  ev'ry  where. 

And  slights  the  season  and  the  scene. 

For  all  that  pleas'd  in  wood  or  lawn. 
While  peace  possessed  these  silent  bow'rsj 

Her  animating  smile  withdrawn. 
Has  lost  its  beauties  and  its  powers. 

The  saint,  or  moralist,  should  tread 
This  moss-grown  alley,  musing,  slow; 

They  seek,  like  me,  the  secret  shade. 
But  not,  like  me,  to  nourish  woe ! 

2  6 
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Me,  fruitfal  scenes^  and  prospects  waste. 
Alike  admonish  not  to  roam  i 

These,  tell  me  of  enjoyment  past. 
And  those,  of  sorrows  yet  to  come. 


THE  ROSE. 

The  rose  had  been  wash'd^  jast  washed  m  a  showV, 

Which  Mary  to  Anna  convey 'd. 
The  plentifo}  moistare  incumbered  the  flow'r. 

And  weigh'd  down  its  beautiful  bead. 

The  cup  was  all  fiU'd,  and  the  leavesVere  all  wet. 

And  it  seem'd,  to  a  fanciful  view. 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  bad  left  with  regret. 

On  the  flourishing  bush  where  it  grew. 

I  hastily  seiz'd  it,  unfit  as  it  was. 

For  a  nosegay,  so  dripping  and  drown'd. 

And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alas. ! 
I  snappM  it,  it  fell  to  the  ground. 

And  such,  I  exclaimed,  is  the  pitiless  part 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind. 
Regardless  of  wringing  and  breaking  a  heart. 

Already  to  sorrow  resigned* 
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This  elegant  rose^  had  I  shakcin  it  le&n, 
Might  have  hloom'd  Irith  its  owner  a^hile^ 

And  the  tear  that  in  wip'd^  with  a  little  address^ 
May  be  foSow'd  perhaps  by  a  smile. 

Ibid. 


THE  LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED; 


OB,   HYPOCRIST   DETECTED. 


Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  TuA^ 
Good  mussttlman^  abstain  from  pork ; 
There  is  a  part  in  ev^ry  swine 
No  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  taste^  whate'er  his  inclination^ 
On  pain  of  excommunication. 
Such  Mahomet's  mysterious  charge. 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  large. 
Had  he  the  sinful  part  expressed. 
They  might  with  safety  eat  the  rest ; 
But,  for  one  piece,  they  thought  it  hlird 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarred. 
And  set  their  wit  at  work  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mi&d. 

£a2 
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• 

Much  controversy  straight  arose — 

These  choose  the  back,  the  belly  those  f 

By  some  'tis  confidently  said 

He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head  f 

Whilst  others  at  the  doctrine  rail, 

i^ud  piously  prefer  the  tail. 

Thus  conscience  freed  from  ev'ry  clog, 

Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  laugh — 'tis  well — ^The  tale  apply'd 

Will  make  you  laugh  on  t'other  side. 

Renounce  the  world — the  preacher  cries : 

We  do — a  multitude  replies. 

While  one  as  innocent  regards 

A  snug  and  friendly  game  at  cards ; 

And  one,  whatever  you  may  say. 

Can  see  no  evil  in  a  play ; 

Some  love  a  concert  or  a  race ; 

And  others  shooting  and  the  chase. 

Revil'd  and  lov'd,  renounced  and  followed. 

Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swallow'd ; 

Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makes  too  free^i 

Yet  likes  a  slice  as  well  as  he; 

With  sophistry  the  sauce  they  sweeten. 

Till  quite  from  tail  to  snout  'tis  eaten. , 

Cowptr* 
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ADDRESS  OF  THE  AUTHOR  TO  HIS  BED, 

Thou  Bed,  in  which  I  first  hegan 
To  be  that  various  creature,  Man ; 
And  when  again  the  fatea  decree. 
The  place  where  I  must  cease  to  be : 
When  sickness  comes,  to  whom  I  fly. 
To  sooth  my  pain  and  close  my  eye ; 
When  cares  surround  me,  where  I  weep. 
Or  lose  them  all  in  balmy  sleep ; 
When  sore  with  labour,  whom  I  courts 
And  to  thy  downy  breast  resort; 
Where  too  extatic  joy  I  find. 
When  deigns  my  Delia  to  be  kind^ 
And  full  of  love,  in  all  her  chdrms. 
Thou  giv'st  the  fair-one  to  my  arms: 
The  centre  thou,  where  joy  and  pain^ 
Disease  and  rest,  alternate  reign ! 
Oh !  if  within  thy  little  space 
So  many  different  scenes  have  place. 
Lessons  as  useful  shalt  thou  teach 
As  sages  dictate,  churchmen  preach ; 
And  man,  convinc'd  by  thee  alone. 
This  greiU;  important  truth  shall  own. 
That  thin  partitions  do  divide 
The  bounds  where  good  and  ill  reside. 
That  nought  is  perfect  here  below. 
But  bliss  still  borders  upon  woe. 

Saint  James's  Cknmide. 
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IMITATION  FROM  MARTIAL. 


PLBASAltTSSTCOmiUUlioil^lllig,'  A, 

This  in  life  is  happiness'; 
Early  an  estate  to  gain> 
Left,  not  pnrehasM  by  yonr  ^n ; 
Grounds  that  pay  the  tiller's  hire ; 
Hearths  witb  ever-durirtg  fife ; 
Safe  from  law  etyoy  your  own,  ' 
Seldom  view  the  busy  town  ; 
Health,  with  moderate  vigour  joinM^f 
True  well-grounded  peace  of  mind ; 
Frioids,  your  equals  in  degree, 
IVodent,  plain  simplicity ; 
Easy  converse  mirth  afford. 
Artless  plenty  fill  the  board ; 
Temperate  joy  your  ev'ning's  bless, 
Eree  from  care  as  from  excess; 
Short  the  night  by  sleep  be  made; 
Chaste,  not  cheeriess,  be  the  bed  f 
Cbnse  to  be  but  what  you  are ; 
Dying,  neither  wish,  nor  fear. 

WedtUf  AfHufkment, 
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ODE- 


jILh  fortune !  ^wilt  thoo  never  waile  ? 

And  have  I  woo'd  thi^  still  ia  vain  f 
And  is  the  meed  of  all  my  toil 

But  «harp^  woe^  severer  pain  i 

Ah  Delia !  fairest  of  the  fair ! 

Say,  must  thy  beauty  only  prove 
My  earliest  wi^^  my  latest  care, 

JBut .  still  the  foe  of  hapless  love  ? 

Ah  love !  oo  mountains  wert  thou  bredj 
Nurs'tl  in  some  monster's  horrid  cave  f 

Thy  tyrant  pow'r  we  view  with  dread^ 

Which  woimds  the  youth,  affrights  iJie  brave. 

Hence  rudikss  passion,  mockVy  beiioei 

Nor  let  me  feel  thy  cruel  sway; 
Come  hours  of  careless  innocencej 

Return  and  cheer  life's  Hng'ring  ,dsjf « 

Betum  with  ail  thy  smiling  train. 

The  gay,  quick  thought,  the  fancy  mild ; 

Each  infant  bliss  return  again. 

And  chase  far  hence  these  tumults  wild. 
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Season  of  thoughtless  joy!  in  vain 
The  muse  thy  fancied  aid  implores ; 

The  smiling  pleasures  of  thy  train 

Seek  distant  climes  and  happier  shores. 

Let  me^  while  others  idly  gay, 

'Mid  proud  ambition's  trophies  shine ; 

Unknown  attune  my  artless  lay^ 
Be  careless  ease  and  leisure. mine. 

And  oh !  may  friendship  bless  the  hour 
With  temper'd  joys^  with  social  glee ; 

May  wit^  may  fancy  grace  my  bowV^ 
For  these^  my  Damon^  dwell  with  thee* 

In  vain  shall  beauty's  artftil  anule 
Again  enslave  my  love-tom  heart; 

Friendship  shall  ward  the  powerful  guile^ 
And  all  the  milder  hliss  in^mrt* 

With  thee^  my  Damon^  may  I  rove 
Where  science  points  the  arduous  way; 

And  leave  the  idle  toys  of  love 
To  breasts  as  idle  and  as  gay* 

Thus  thro'  the  varying  scenes  of  life 
Shall  friendship  gild  the  fleeting  hour. 

Dispel  each  ruffling  storm  of  grie^ 
And  give  to  joy  its  noblest  pow'r. 

St.  James's  Chronicle^ 
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ENQUIRY  AFTER  HAPPINESS. 


The  midnight  moon  sei«ne1y  smik« 

O'er  nature's  soft  repose ; 
No  lowering  cloud  obscui'es  the  sky. 

No  ruffling  tempest  blows. 

Now  ev'ry  passion  sinks  to  rest. 
The  throbbing  heart  ]ies  still ; 

And  varying  schemes  of  Ike  no  more 
Distract  the  lab'ring  wilL 

In  silence  hushed,  to  reason's  voice 
Attends  each  mental  pow'r : 

Come,  dear  Emilia,  and  enjoy 
Reflection's  fav'rite  hour. 

Come :  while  the  peaceful  scene  invites. 
Let's  search  this  ample  round. 

Where  shall  the  lovely  fleeting  form 
Of  happiness  be  found  i 

Does  it  amidst  the  frolic  mirth 

Of  gay  assemblies  dwell  ? 
Or  hide  beneath  the  solemn  gloom 

That  shades  the  hermit's  cell  i 


458 

How  oft  Ihe  laughing  brow  of  joj 
A  sickening  heart  conceals ! 

And  thro'  the  cloister's  deep  recess 
Invading  sorrow  stesb. 

In  vain  thro'  beauty,  fortune,  wit. 

The  fugitive  we  trace : 
It  dwells  not  in  the  faithless  smile 

That  brightens  Chloe  s  ftice* 

Pefhat>s  the  joy  to  these  deny'd. 
The  heart  in  friendship  finds : 

Ah !  dear  delusion !  gay  concek 
Of  visionary  minds'!        '    ' 

Howe'er  otir  varyit^g  notions  rove. 

Yet  «11  agree  in  one. 
To  place  its  Being  in  some  state. 

At  distance  from  our  own.  • 


O  blind  to  each  indulgent  aim. 
Of  pow'r  supremely  wi^fe. 

Who  fancy  happiness  in  ought 
The  hand  of  heav'n  denies. 


•u 


Vain  is  eJlkc*  the  Joy  'we  seek. 
And  vain  what  we  possess, 

Untess  harmoHiiotts  renson^tunett  ' '    - 
Our  passions  into  peace. 
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To  tefliper*d  wishes^  jast  desires^ 

Is  hi^iness  confined, 
And>  deaf  to  folly's  call^  attends 

The  masic  of  the  niiad. 


ON  BEAUTY. 

JEjN^HANTiNa  njmphj  of  heavenly  burth. 
Celestial  Beauty!  seat  oq  earth 
To  sooth  our  car^s^our  toils,  our  strife^ 
And  gild  the  gloom  that  saddens  life; 
Thine  empire  countless  millions  own. 
And  every  clime  reveres  thy  throne. 
Whatever  pursuits  mankind  engage. 
From  frolic  youth  to  serious  age. 
To  thy  resistless  pow'r  they  bow. 
Whilst  nature  prompts  the  artless  tow; 
Lur'd  by  the  hopes  thy  smile  can  gite. 
For  ihee  the  wretch  endures  to  Jive ; 
To  gain  thy  praise,  his  valour's  meed. 
For  thee  the  hero  dares  to  bleed  $ 
Entic'd  by  thee  to  happien  dreami^i, 
Ambilion  <  drops  his  wg'  wii^smes  ; 
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To  purchase  thee^  from  caverns  deep 
The  miser  brings  his  treasured  heap ; 
The  sage,  witli  reason's  boasted  arms 
Awhile  may  combat  beauty's  charms. 
But  soon  a  bursting  sigh  will  prove 
That  reason  never  conquers  love. 
Yet  ere  I  bow  before  thy  shrine. 
And  hail  thy  powV  with  rites  divine, 
O  blest  enchantress,  deign  to  tell 
In  what  consists  thy  magic  spell ! 
Is  it  an  eye  whose  sparkling  rays 
Eclipse  the  diamond's  fainter  blaze ; 
A  cheek  that  shames  iiie  vernal  rose ; 
A  breast  that  vies  with  mountain  snows ; 
A  mouth  diat  smiles  with  matchless  grace. 
Like  pearls  within  a  ruby  case ; 
A  shape  like  that  which  once  was  seen 
On  Ida,  when  the  Cyprian  queen 
Disclos'd  her  charms  to  mortal  eyes. 
Contending  for  the  golden  prize? 
These  may.  our  warmest  passions  fire. 
And  kindle  every  fierce  desu-e ; 
But  love  upheld  by  these  alone. 
Must  soon  resign  his  tott'ring  tbron^ 
And  hold  a  {K>or  precarious  $way. 
The  short-liv'd  beauty  of  a  day* 
Or  e'en  to  form  a  nymph  complete. 
If  all  the  various  charms  could  meet 
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Which  each  divided  bosom  warm. 
And  every  throbbing  pulse  alarm  ; 
When  Johnson,  Meynell,  Pitt,  advance. 
And  Wroughton  joins  the  sprightly  dance; 
And  lovely  Spencer,  mild  and  fair, 
Comes  blushing  forth  with  Hebe  s  air : 
Yet  these  were  vain,  unless  to  these 
Were  join'd  the  secret  pow'r  to  please ; 
That  nameless  something  undefin'd ; 
That  soft  effusion  of  the  mind. 
Which  sweetly  smiles  in  every  face ; 
To  ev'ry  motion  lends  a  grace  ; 
And  when  their  beauty  points  a  dan. 
Impels  and  guides  it  to  the  heart. 
In  vain  the  stealing  hand  of  time 
May  pluck  the  blossoms  of  their  prime. 
Envy  may  talk  of  bloom  decay'd. 
How  lilies  droop,  and  roses  fade  : 
But  constancy's  unalter'd  truth, 
R^ardiess  of  the  vows  of  youth  ; ^ 
Affliction  that  recalls  the  past. 
And  bids  the  pleasing  influence  last. 
Shall  still  preserve  the  lover's  flame 
In  everv  scene  of  life  the  same  ; 
And  still  with  fond  endearment  blend 
The  wife,  the  mistress,  and  the  friend* 

St.  Jamais  Chrwicle, 
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VERSES. 

Her  gentle  aid  let  Consolation  lend  : 
''  All  human  evils  hasten  to  their  end." 
The  storm  abates  at  every  gust  it  blows : 
Past  ills  enhance  the  comforts  of  repose. 
He,  who  ne'er  felt  the  pressure  of  distress^ 
Ne*er  felt  returning  pleasure's  keen  excess. 
Time,  who  afBiction  bore  on  rapid  wing, 

0 

My  panting  heart  to  happiness  may  Ining: 
I,  on  my  native  hills,  may  yet  inhale 
The  purer  influence  of  the  ambient  gale. 
Ah !  scenes  of  early  joy !  ah  !  much-lov^d  shades  f 
Soon  m»y  my  footsteps  tread  your  vernal  glades. 
Ah  !  should  kind  hcav'n  permit  tne  to  explore 
Your  seats  of  still  tranquiUity  once  more  I 
E'en  now,  to  fancy's  visionary  eye, 
Hope  shows  the  flatt'ring  hour  of  transport  nigh. 
Blue  shines  the  ether,  when  the  storm  is  past^ 
And  calm  repose  succeeds  to  sorrow's  blast. 
Hou  risb  ye  scenes  of  ever  new-  delight !  "^ 

Wave  wide  your  branches  to  my  ravish'd  sight* 
While,  ne'er  to  roam  again,  my  wearied  feet 
Seek  the  kind  refuge  of  your  calm  retreat. 

HaUer. 

;   •      ;         '•  ....    d'^ 
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VERSES 

ON  A  SHEET  OF  BLANK  PAPER. 

Fair  spotless  kaf^  (thou  emblem  pure 

Of  innocence)  beware ; 
Nor  think  thy  beauty  lives  secure : 

'Tis  dang Vous  to- be  fair. 

To  wit  obscene^  and  impious  jest. 
Thou  liest  too  much  expos'd : 

Give  truth  possession  of  thy  breast. 
Or  be  for  ever  clos'd. 

Some  wanton  pen  may  scrawl  thee  o'er 

And  blot  thy  virgin  face : 
And  whiteness,  deemed  thy  praise  before. 

May  turn  to  thy  disgrace. 

O  give  me  then  thy  faultless  page. 
E'er  yet.  foul  stains  be  drank  ; 

On  virtue's  side  with  me  engage. 
Nor  leave  for  vice  a  Uaok. 

By  thee  shall  idle  vacant  hearts 

This  useful  moral  learn^ 
That,  unemploy*d,  the  brightest  parts 

To  vice  and  folly  turn. 
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By  tbec  shall  innocence  be  taught 
What  dangers  wait  on  youth. 

Unless  with  early  precepts  fraught. 
And  prepossess'd  with  truth. 

By  thee  shall  beauty  learn  to  jaeld 

To  real  worth  her  charnas ; 
For  virtue  (tho'  an  ample  shield) 

But  incompletely  arms. 

Thicknesse. 


EPIGRAM, 

On  seeing  the  Lady  rfSir  John  Day,  and  Miss  Orchard^ 
her  cousin,  pass  through  Birmingham^  in  December ^ 
on  their  way  to  London* 

7Y  HiLE  nipping  frosts,  with  deadly  bite^ 

Our  choicest  fruits  consume ; 
Behold,  to  feast,  at  least  our  sight. 
An  Orchard  in  full  bloom ! 

And  what  is  passing  strange  beside, 

'Tis  equal  truth  to  say. 

That,  just  preceding  Christmas  tide. 

Pops  on  us  Lady  Day! 

Anonymous. 
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ON  WAR. 


O^  COULD  some  spirit  from  the  fields  of  dayi 
To  this  fair  planet  wing  his  vent'rous  way ; 
Inhale  the  freshness  of  the  vernal  breeze. 
And  mark  the  smi  reflected  in  the  seas  ! 
View  where^  abundant^  on  a  thousand  shores 
Tlie  waving  harvests  yield  their  golden  stores. 
Gay  beauty  smiling  in  the  sweets  of  mom. 
The  op'ning  violet,  and  the  flow'ring  thorn  ; 
The  expanding  fields  of  ev*ry  varied  hue. 
And  the  clear  concave  of  unclouded  blue  ! 

■ 

Then  let  him  stand,  where  hostile  armies  join. 
By  the  red  waters  of  the  rushing  Rhine  ; 
Amid  thick  darkness  hear  the  trumpets  blow. 
And  the  last  shriek  of  nature  quiver  low ; 
Mark  the  full  tide  of  desolation  spread. 
And  count  at  eve  the  dying  and  the  dead ! 

How  would  he  pause,  how  seek,  in  vain,  to  find 
Some  trace  in  man,  of  an  immortal  mind  !  ' 
Man  who  can  glory  in  a  scene  like  this. 
Yet  look  to  brighter  worlds  for  endless  bliss. 

Miss  Bojinermann. 
a  11 
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VERSES 


SENT   BY   A    POET   TO    A    GREAT    MAN* 


Great  Sir,  as  on  each  levee  day 

I  stiil  attend  you — still  you  say 

I'm  busy  now,  to-morrow  come ; 

To-morrow,  Sir,  you're  not  at  home. 

So  says  your  porter,  and  dare  I 

Give  such  a  man  as  him  the  lie  f 

In  imitation.  Sir,  of  you, 

I  keep  a  mighty  levee  too ; 

Where  my  attendants,  to  their  sorrow. 

Are  bid  to  <}ome  again  to-morrow. 

To-morrow  they  return,  no  doubt. 

And  then  like  you.  Sir,  Vm  gone  out. 

So  says  my  maid  ; — but  they,  less  civil. 

Give  maid  and  master  to  the  devil ; 

And  then  with  menaces  depart. 

Which  could  you  hear  would  pierce  your  heart* 

Good  Sir,  or  make  my  levee  fly  me. 

Or  send  your  porter  to  deny  me. 

Weekly  Amuicmmt* 


467 


ON  EARLY  RISING, 


inLow  foolish  ihey  who  lengthen  night. 
And  slumber  in  the  morning  light ! 
How  sweet  at  early  morning's  rise. 
To  view  the  glories  of  the  skies. 
And  mark  with  curious  ej^e  the  sun  - 
Prepare  his  radiant  course  to  run  ! 
Its  fairest  form  then  nature  wcajs. 
And  clad  in  brightest  green  appears. 
The  sprightly  lark,  with  artless  lay. 
Proclaims  the  entrance  of  the  day. 
How  sweet  to  breathe  the  gale's  perfume. 
And  feast  the  eyes  with  nature's  bloom  ! 
Along  the  dewy  lawn  to  rove. 
And  hear  the  music  of  the  grove  1 
Nor  you,  ye  delicate  and  fair. 
Neglect  to  taste  the  morning  air: 
This  will  your  nerves  with  vigour  brace^ 
Improve  and  heighten  ev'ry  grace  ; 
Add  to  your  breath  a  rich  perfume. 
And  to  your  cheeks  a  fairer  bloom  I 
With  lustre  teach  your  eyes  to  glow. 
And  health  and  cheerfulness  bestow. 

JnonymoM^ 
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ON  A  WATCH. 


jLittle  monitor^  by  thee 
Let  me  learn  what  I  should  be. 
Learn  the  round  of  life  to  fill. 
Useful  and  progressive  still; 
Thou  canst  gentle  hints  ioipart 
How  to  regulate  the  heart. 
When  I  wind  thee  up  at  nighty 
Mark  each  fault  and  set  thee  right^ 
Let  me  search  my  bosom  too, 

» 

And  my  daily  thoughts  review ; 
Mark  the  movements  of  my  mind^ 
Nor  be  easy  when  I  find 
Latent  errors  rise  to  view. 
Till  all  be  regular  and  true. 


END   OF   VOL.  1. 
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